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THE TRAGEDY 

OF HAMLET 



PRINCE OF 

Denmark* 



Enter Barnardo and FrancifeOjftp* Sentinels . 



Ar. Who’s there? 

Fran. Nay anfwer me, ftand and unfold your fel*e. 
Bar . Long live the King. 

Fran. Barnardo ? 

Bar. Hee- 

Fran. You come moft carefully upon your houre. 

Bar. Tis now ltrooke twelve : get thee to bed Fr and fee, 
Fran . For this reliefe much thanks, 'tis bitter cold. 

And lam ficke at heart. 




Bar. Have you bad, quiet guard ? 

Fran. Not a mpiifej ftirring. 

Bar. Well, goodnight.: 

If you doe meet Horatio and Marcellus y 
The rivalls of my watch, bid them make hafte. 

Enter Horatio and Marcctha. 

Fran. I thinke I hear e them. Stand ho ; who is there ? 
H ora. Friends to this ground. 

Mar. And Liegemen to the Dane.- 
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The Tragedy of Ham let 

Frau. Give yo« good night. 

Mar- O farewell honeftfouldiers : who hath relieved you ? • 
Fra. Bernardo hath my place : give you good night. Exit Fran, 
Mar- Holla Barnardo . 

Bar. Say, what is Horatio there ? 

Hora. A peeceofhim. 

Bar. Welcome Horatio , welcome gopd Mar cell us . 

Hora. What, ha’s this thing appear’d againe to night ? 

Bar. I have feene nothing. 

Mar. Horatio iayes ’tis but a phantafie. 

And yvill not let beliefe take hold of him, 

Touching this dreaded fight twice feene of us - 
Therefore I have entreated him along, 

With us to watch the minutes of this night. 

That if againe this apparition come. 

He may approve our eyes and fpeake to it* 

Hora. Tufh,tufh,’twillnot appeare. 

Bar. Sit downe a while. 

And let us once againe afiaile youreares 
That are lb fortified againft our ilory, 

What we have two nights feene. 4 

Hora. W ell, fit we downe. 

And let ns heare Barnardo Ipeake of this. 

Bar. Laft night of all, 

W hen yond fame ftar that’s Weftward from thePolej 
Had made his courfe t’illurnine that part of heaven 
W here now it burnes , Marcellas and my felfe, 

The Bell thenbeating one. 

Enter Ghost. 

Mar. Peace, breake thee off, looke where it comes againe. 

Bar. In the fame figure, like the King that’s dead. 

Mar. Thou art a Scholar, fpeake to it Horatio. 

Hor. Moft like, it horrowes me with fear'eand wonder. 

Bar. It would be fpoke to. 

Mar. Speake to ic Horatio. 

Hora. What art thou that ufurpft this time of night, 

Together with that faire and warlike forme. 

In which the Majefty of buried Denmark? 

Did 



Trince of Dcnmaike. 

Did fometimes march ? by heaven I charge thee ipeake. 
Mar. It is offended. 

Bar. See it ftalkes away. 

Hor. Stay, ipeake, ipeake, I charge thee ipeake. 

Exit Ghofi. 

' Mar. Tis gone and will not anfwer . 

* Bar. How now Horatio ? you tremble and looke pale : 

Is not this iomething more than phantafie ? 

What thinke you of ic ? 

Hora. Before my God I might not this beleeve, 
Without the fenfible and true avouch 
Ofmineowne eyes. 

Mar. Is it not like the King ? 

Hor, As thou art to thy felfe r 
Such was the very armour he had on, 

W hen he th’ ambitious Norway combated. 

So frown’d he once , when in an angry Parle 
He fmote the Headed Pollax on the ice. 

Tis ftrange. 

Mar. Thus twice before, and jumpe at this fame houre* 
With martiallftalke hath he gone by ourwatch. 

Hora. In what particular thought to worke I know not. 
But in the groffe and fcope of mine opinion. 

This bodes feme ftrange eruption to ourState. 

Mar. Good now fit downe,and tell me he that knowes,’ 
Why this lame ftri<ft and moft obfervant watch 
So nightly toiles the fubjeft of the land. 

And with fuch daily coft of brafen Cannon, 

And forraine Mart for implements of warre ? 

W hy fech imprefle of fhip-wrighes, whole fore taske 
Does not divide the Sunday from the vveeke ? 

What might be toward, that this fweaty hafte 

X h m . ak ? thc n ‘g ht labour with the day ? 

wto is t that can informe me ? 
j That can- 1 r 

tleaft the vvhifper goes fo. Our laft King, 

Was i lma ^? even ^ uc now appear’d to us, 

3 S ^noW; by Fertinbraffe of Norway, 




The Tragedy of Hamlet 

Thereto prickt on by a moft emulate pride, 

Dar’d to the combate ; in which our valiant Hamlet, 
(For fochis fide ofour knowne world efteem’d him) 
Did flay this Fortin bra jje , who by a heal'd compaft, 
Well ratified by Law and Heraidry, 

Did forfeit ( with his life) all thefe his lands 
W hich he flood feiz’d of , to the Conquerour : 
Againft the which a moity competent 
V V as gaged by our King, which had returne 
To the inheritance of Fortinbrajfe, 

Had he bin vanquiflit ; ashy the fame co- mart, 

And carriage of the Articles defigne. 

His fell to Hamlet : now fir, young Fortinbrajfe, 

Of unimproved metall, hot, and full. 

Hath in the skirts of Norway here and there 
Sbarkt up a lift of lawleflerelbiutes. 

For food and diet to (bme enterprile 
That hath a ftomackein’t , which no other 
As it doth well appeare untoour ftate, 

But to recover of us by ftrong hand 
And tearmes compulfatory, thole forelaid lands 
So by hip father loft : and this I take it 
Is themaine motive of our preparations. 

The fource of this our watch, and the chiefe head 
Ofthis pofte hafte, and romeage in the land. 

Far. I thinkeit be no other but even lo : 

Well may it fort that this portentous figure 
Comes armed through our watch lo like the King 
That was and is the queftion oft tide warres. 

Hora. A mote it is to trouble the mindes eye. 

In the moft high and palmy ftate of Rome, 

A little ere the mightieft Julius fell. 

The graves ftood tenantlefle , and the flieeted dead 
Did fqueake and gibber in the Roman ftreets. 

As ftarres with traines of fire, and dewes ofblood, 
Dilafters in the funne, and the moift ftarre. 

Upon whole influence Neptunes Empire.ftands, 
Was ficke almoft to Doomelday with eclipfe, 
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(prince of Denmarke. 

And even the like precurfe of fierce events. 

As harbingers preceding ftill the fates 
And Prologue to the Omen comming on. 

Have heaven and earth together demonftrated 
Unto our Climatures and Councrimcn.' 

Enter Ghofi. 

But foft, behold ! lo where it comes againe, 
llecrofle it though it blaft me : Stay illufion, 

Ifthou haft any found , or ufe of voice, 

Speake to me : if there be any good thing to be done, 
That may to thee doe eale , ana grace to me, 

Speake to me. 

]f thou art privie to thy Countries fate, 

Which happely foreknowing may avoid, 

O Ipeake : 

Or if thou haft uphoorded in thy life 
Extorted treafurein the wombe of earth, 

For which they fay your Ipirits oft walkein death, 
Speake of it, flay and Ipeake ; flop it Marcellus . 
Mar. Shall I ftrike it with my partilan ? 

Hor. Doe if it will not ftand. 

Far. Tishere. 

Afor.’Tishere. 



lo offer it the (hew of violence : 

For it is as the aire,invulnerable. 

And our vaine blovves malicious mockery. 

^ about to ake when the cocke crev 
Hor. And then it ftarted,like a guilty thins 
pon a fearefull fummons : I have heard* 
tv^ 00 - i , ltlac * s t ^ ie trurn P e t tothemorne, 
W Wl u hh ^ S l0 , ft y and fl ir iU founding throat 
Awale chc God of day , and at his warning, 
ther in fea or fire, in earth or aire, 
in extravagant and erring fpirit hyes 

ThK SC °r nfine L ;andofthet ruth^ herein 
This prelent object made probation. 



It fpreads 
his armesc 



The cocky 
crowes. 





M.'inetbi'// 



Mar- 
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Mar. It faded On the crowing of the cocke. 

Some fay that ever ’gainft that tealon comes, 

W herein our Saviours birth is celebrated. 

This bird of dawning fingeth all night long. 

And then they fay no fpirit dares ftirre abroad, 

T he nights are wholfome ; then no Planets ftrike. 

No Fairy takes, no witch hath power to charme ; 

So hallowed and lb gracious is that time. 

Her ■ So have I heard, and doe in part beleeve it : 

But looke,the morne in ruflet mantle clad 
Walkes ore the dew of yon high Eaftward hill ; 

Breake we our watch up , and by my advice 
Let us impart what we have leene to night 
Unto young Hamlet ; for upon my life 
This ipirit dumbe to us will fpeake to him. 

Doe you confent we {hall acquaint him with it. 

As needfull in our loves, fitting our duty ? 

Mar. Let’s doo’t I pray ; and I this morning know 
W here we fliall finde him moft convenient. Exeunt. 

f 

Flourifh- Enter Claudius King of Denmark?) Gertradthe 
Qtteene, Councell, as P olenites, and his forme Laer- 
tes, Hamlet , cum aliis . 

Claud. Though yet of Hamlet our decre brothers death 
The memory be greene, and that it us befitted 
To bear c our hearts in griefe, and our whole Kingdome 
To be contrail ed in one brow of woe : 

Yet fofarre hath difcretion fought with nature, 

That we with wifeft forrow thinke on him, 

T ogether with remembrance of our felves : 

Therefore onr fometime Sifter, now our Queens, 

Th’ 'tnperiall jointrefle to this warlike State, 

Have we as ’twere with a defeated joy. 

With an aufpicious and a dropping eye, 

With mirth infunerall, and with dirge in marriage, 

Jnequallicale weighing delight and dole. 

Taken to wife, nor have we herein barr’d 

Your 
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Your better wifdomes, which have freely gone 
With this affaire along (for all our thankes) 

Now followes, that you know young Forttnbraffe, 
Holding a weake fuppofall of our worth. 

Or thinking by our late dearebrothers death 
Our ftate to be dif- joint, and out offrame, 
Colleagued with this dreame of his advantage. 

He hath not faild to pefter us with meflage. 
Importing the furrender ofthofe lands 
Loft by his father, with all bands of Law, 

To our moft valiant brother. So much for him. 
Now for our felfe, and for this time of meeting. 
Thus much the bufinefle is. We have here writ 
To Norway, Uncle of young Fortinbraffe, 

Who impotent and bedrid ,fcarcely heares 
Of this his Nephewes purpofe, to fupprefle 
His further gate herein, in that the levies. 

The lifts, and full proportions are all made 
Out ofhis fubjedls : and we here difpatch 
You good Cornelius, and you Voltemand, 

For bearers of this greeting to old Norway, 

Giving to you no further perfbnall power 
To bufinefle with the King, more than thefcope 
Of thefe delated Articles allow. 



Farewell, and let your hafte commend your duty. 

Cer ,F( ,.In that,& a 11 things will we fhew our duty. 
King. We doubt it nothing : heartily farewell. 
And now Laertes, what’s the newes with you ? 

You told us of feme fuit, what is’t Laertes ? 

You cannot fpeake of realbn to the Dane, 

And lofe your voice : what wouldft tt\o\xbegLaertes> 
l nat (hall notbe my offer, not thy asking. 

J ne head is not more native to the heart, 
i he hand more inftrumentall to the mouth, 

Kaer. My dread Lord, 

our leave and favour to returne to France , 
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From whence though willingly 1 came to Denmarke, 

To (hew my duty in your Coronation ; 

Yet now I muft confeffe, that duty done. 

My thoughts and withes bend againe toward France, 

And bow them to your gracious leave and pardon. 

King. Have you your fathers leave ? what iayes Foloniut ? 
Tolo. He hath, my Lord, wrung from me my flow leave. 

By labourfome petition ; and at laft. 

Upon his will I fea I’d my hard content. 

Idoebefeech you give him leave to goe. 

King . Take thy faire houre Laertes, time be thine, 

And thy beft graces ; fpend it at thy will. 

But now my coufin Hamlit, and my lonne. 

Ham, A little more than kin, and lefle than kind. 

King, How is it that the clouds ftill hang on you ? 

Ham. Not fo much my Lord, I am too much in the lonne. 
Queen . Good Hamlet call: thy nighted colour off. 

And let thine eye looke like a friend on Denmarke, 

Doe not for ever with thy vailed lids 
Sceke for thy noble father in the dull : 

Thou know’ft ’tis common all that lives muft dye. 

Palling through nature to eternity. 

Ham. I Madam, it is common. 

Queen. If it be, 

Whyfeemesit (o particular with thee? 

Ham, Seems Madam, nay it is, I know not fee ms, 

’Tis not alone my inkie cloke could fmother. 

Nor enftomary futes of lolemne blacke. 

Nor windie fulpiration of forc’t breath. 

No, nor the fruitfull river in the eye, 

Northedeje&ed haviour of the vilage. 

Together with all formes , moods, fhapes ofgriefe, 

That can denote me truely ; thete indeed feemc. 

For they are a&ions that a man might play : 

But I have that within which pafles fhew, 

Thefebut the trappings and tnefuits of woe. 

King. ’Tis fweet and commendable in your nature Hamlet, 
To give thefe mourning duties to your father. 

«. But 



prince 0 / Denmark^ 

That y StlS^ fnd thefurviver bound 

Tn filliall obligation for fome tearme 
To doe obfequious forrowes ; but to perfevere 
in obftinatc condolement, is a courfe 
Ofimpious ftubbornneffe, ’tis unmanly grief* 

?foewes a will moftmeorrea to Heaven, 

A heart unfortified, or minde impatient. 

An underftanding Ample and unfehool d : 

For what we know muft be, and is as common 
As any the moft vulgar thing to fenfe. 

Why fbould we in our peevilh oppohtion 
Take it to heart ? fie, 'tis a fault to heaven, 

A fault againft the dead , a fault to nature, 

To reafon moft abfurd? whofe common theamc 
Is death of fathers, and who ftill hath cryed 
From the firft coarfe till he that died to day* 

This muft be fo : we pray you throw to earth 
This unprevailing woe, and thinke of us 
As ofa father : for let the world take note 
You arc the moft immediate to our throne* 

And with no lefle nobility of love 
Than that which deareft father beares his fonne 
Doe I impart toward you for your intent 
In going backe to ichoole to Wittenberg ; 

It is moft retrograde to our defire. 

And we beteech you bend you to remaine 
Hereinthecheare and comfort of our eye, 

Our chiefeft Courtier, coufin, and our fonne. 

Que. Let not thy mother lofe her prayers Hamlet 
I pray thee day with us, goe not to Wittenberg. 
Ham. I fhall in all my beft obey you Madame. 
King. W hy 'tis a lovingand a faire reply. 

Be as our felfe tin Denmarke , Madame come. 

This gentle and unforc’d accord of Hamlet 
Sits failing to my heart, in grace whereof; 

No jocond health that Denmarke to day 

But the great Cannon to the clouds fhall tell, 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

And the Kingkrowfe the heaven (hall bruit againe , 

Refpeaking earthly thunder : Come away. Flourish , Exeunt „H 
Ham.O that this too too Tallied flelh would melt, but Hamlet . 
Thaw and refolve it felfeinto a dew, 

Or that the everlafting had not fixt 

His Cannon ’gainft lelle flaughter ■/ O God, God, 

How weary, ftale, flat, and unprofitable 
Seeme to me all the ufes of this W orld ? 

Fie on’t, ah fie, ’tis an unweeded Garden, 

That growes to feed ; things rank & grofle in nature 
Pofiefle it meerly : that it fliould come thus. 

But two moneths dead, nay not lb much , not two, 

So excellent a King , that was to this 
Hyperion to a Satyre,lo loving to my mother. 

That he might not beteeme the windes of heaven 
Vifit her face too roughly : heaven and earth 
Muft I remember, why fire fliould hang on him. 

As if increafe of appetite had growne 
By what it fed on ; and yet within a moneth. 

Let me not thinke on’t, frailty thy name is woman* 

A litt le moneth : Or ere thole ftiooes were old. 

With which flie followed my poore fathers body. 

Like N'iobe all teares, why fhe, 

O God ! a beaft that wants difcOurfe of reafon 
Would have mourn’d longer, married with my uncle* 

My fathers brother, but no more like my fatner 
Than I to Hercules ; within a moneth. 

Ere yet the fait ofmoft unrighteous teares 
Had left theflulhingin her galled eyes. 

She married. Oh moft wicked fpeed,to port 
W ith luch dexterity to inceftuous (beets ; 

Iris not, nor it cannot come to good. 

But breake my heart, for I muft hold my tongue. 

Enter Horatio, Marcellm, and Barnardo. 

Hora. Hai le to your Lordfhip. (Ielfe. 

Ham. I am glad to lee you well ; Horatio , or I doe forget my 
Hora. The fame my Lord, and your poore fervant ever. 

Ham. Sir my good friend, lie change that name with you ; 

And 



<Prince of Denmarke. 

And what make you from Wittenberg , Horatio ? 

Marcellas- 
Mar. My good Lord. 

Ham. I am very glad to fee you ( good even fir.) 
But what in faith make you from Wittenberg ? 

Hora. A truant difpofition, good my Lord- 
Ham. I would not heare your enemy fay fo, 

Nor (hall you doe my care that violence 
To make it trufter of your owne report 
Againft your felfe ; I know you are no truant ; 

But what is your affaire in Elfenour ? 

Wee’ll teach you for to drinke ere you depart. 

Hora My Lord, I came to fee your fathers funerall. 
Ham. I prethee doe not mocke me fellow ftudent, 
I thinke it was to my mothers wedding. 

Hor. Indeed my Lord it follow’d hard upon. 
H*j».ThHft, thrift JJoratio, the funerall bak’t meats 
Did coldly furnilh forth the marriage tables. 

Would I had met my deareft foe in heaven 
Or ever I had feene that day Horatio. 

My father, methinkes I fee my father. 

Hora. Where my Lord ? 

Ham. In my mindes eye Horatio. 

Hora. I faw him once, a was a goodly King. 

Ham. A was a man, take him for all in all, 

I fhall not looke upon his like againe. 

Hora. My Lord, I thinke I law him yefternight. 
Ham. Saw who ? 

H ora. My Lord, the King your Father. 

Ham. The King my father 1 
Hora. Sealbn your admiration for a while 
With an attentive eare,till I may deliver 
Upon the witnelfe of thefe Gentlemen 
This marvaile to you. 

Ham. For Gods love let me heare. 

Hj>ra. Two nights together had thefe Gentlemen, 
_ arcellus and Barnardo, on their watch, 
in the dead vaft and middle of the night 
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Been thus encountred : a figure like your father. 
Armed at point, exactly, Cap a pe, 

Appeares before them, and with fblemne march 
Gees flow and ftately by them : thrice he walkc 
By their oppreft and feare furprifed eyes 
Within this truncheons length , vvhilft they diftill’d 
Almofttogellywith the aft of feare. 

Stand dumbe and fpeake not to him : this to me 
In dreadfull fecrecie impart they did. 

And I with them the third night kept the watch. 
Where, as they had delivered, both in time. 

Forme of the thing, each word made true and good. 
The apparition comes : I knew your father, 

Thefe hands are not more like. 

Ham. But where was this ? 

Mar. My Lord uponthe platform where we watcht. 
Ham. Did you not fpeake to it ? 

Hor. My Lord, I did. 

But anfwer it made none : yet once me thought 
It lifted up its head, and did addrefle 
It felfe to motion, like as it would fpeake ; 

But even then the morning Cocke crew loud, 

And at the found it (hrunke in hafte away. 

And vani flit from our fight. 

Ham. ’Tis very ftrange. 

' Hor. As T doe live, my honour’d Lord,’tis true, 
And we did thinke it writ downe in our duty 
To let you know of it. 1 

Ham. Indeed firs but this troubles me 
Hold you the watch to night ? 

All. 'We doe my Lord. 

Ham. Arm’d fay you ? 

All. Arm’d my Lord. 

Ham. From top to toe ? 

All. My Lord, from head to foot. 

Ham. Then faw you not his face? 

Hot-a. O yes my Lord, he wore his beaver up. 
Ham. What ? lookt he ffowningly ? 






(Prince of Denmark^ 

Hor. A countenance more inlbrrow than in anger. 

Ham. Pale or red ? 

Hor. Nay very pale. 

Ham. And fixt his eyes upon you ? 

Hor. Moft conflantly. 

Ham. I would I had been there. 

Hor. It would have much amaz’d you* 

Ham. Very like : flaidit long? 

Hor. While one with moderate hafte might tell an hundred. 

Both. Longer, longer. 

Her. Not when I faw’c. 

j Ham. His beard was grifsled, no. 

Hor. It was as I have feene it in his life, 

A fable filver’d. 

Ham. I will watch to night. 

Perchance ’twill walkeagaine. 

Hor. I warn’t it will. 

Ham. If it aflume my noble fathers perfon 
lie fpeake to it, though hell it felfe fhould gape 
And bid me hold my peace. I pray you all. 

If you have hitherto conceal’d this fight. 

Let it be tenable in your filenceftill. 

And whatfbever elfe fhall hap to night. 

Give it an undemanding, but no tongue ; 

I will requite your loves : So fare you well. 

Upon the platforme ’twixt eleven and twelve 
Ilevifityou. 

tAll. Our duty to your honour. Exeunt* 

Ham. Your loves, as mine to you ; Farewell. 

My fathers fpirit inarmes, all is not well, 

I doubt feme foule play, would the night were come: 

Till then fit ftill my lbule, foule deeds will rife. 

Though all the earth orewhelme them to mens eyes. Exit* 
Enter Laertes ,and Ophelia his Sifter. 

Laer. My neceflaries are imbarkt, farewell, 

And lifter, as the windes give benefit 
And convay in afliftant, doe not deep, 

But kt me heare from you. 

Opheli-. 
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Ofhel. Doe you doubt that? 

Laer. For Hamlet , and the trifling of his favour. 
Hold it a fafhion, and a toy in blood, 

A violet in the youth of prime nature. 

Forward, not permanent ; fweet,not lading. 

The perfume and liippliance of a minute : 

No more. 

Ofhel. No more but lb. 

L aer. Thinke it no more. 

For nature creflant does not grow alone. 

In thewes and bulkes, but as this Temple waxes. 
The inward fervice of the mind and foule 
Growes wide withall : perhaps he loves you now. 
And now no foile nor cautell doth befmerch 
The vertue of his will ; but you muft feare 
His greatneffewai'djhis willis nothisowne. 

He may not, as unvalued perfons doe. 

Crave for himlelfe ; for on his choice depends 
The fafety and health of this whole ftate, 

And therefore muft his choice becircumlcrib’d 
Unto the voice and yeelding of that body 
Whereof he is the head: then ifhe fries he loves you, 
It fits your wifdome fo far to beleeve it. 

As he in his particular a<51 and place 
May give his faying deed ; which is no further 
Than the maine voice of Denmark * ? goes withall. 
Then weigh what Ioffe your honour may fuftaine. 

If with too credent eare you lift his fongs, 

Or loole your heart, or your chafte treafure open 
Tohisunmaftred impcrtunitie. 

Feare it Ophelia , feare it my deare After, 

And keep you in the reare of your affeftion. 

Out of the fbot and danger of defire : 

The charieft maid is prodigall enough. 

If fine unmaske her beauty to the Moone : 

V ertue it felfe fcapes not calumnious ftrokes ; 

“ The canker galls the infant of the Spring 
Too oft before their buttons be difclos’d, 
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And in the morne and liquid dew of youth 
Contagious blaftments are moft imminent. 

Be wane then, beft fafety lyes in feare, 

Youth to it felfe rebells though noneelfeneere. 

Ophel- 1 fhallthe effedl of this good leflon keep. 

As watchmen to my heart : But good my brother 
Doe not as feme ungracious Paftors doe. 

Shew me the fteep and thorny way of heaven. 

Whiles a puft ana rechleffe Libertine, 

Himfelfe the primrofe path of dalliance treads. 

And reakes not his owne reed. Enter Polonitte* 
laer. O feare me not; 

1 flay too long : but here my father comes. 

Adoublebieflingisa double grace, 

Occafion fmiles upon a fecond leave. 

Polo. Yet here Laertes ? aboord,aboord for fliame. 

The winde fits in the fhoulder of your frile. 

And you are ftaid for. There, my bleffing with thee. 

And thefe few precepts in thy memory 

Look thou chara&er: Give thy thoughts no tongue. 

Nor any unproportion’d thought his a 61 : 

Be thou familiar, but by no meanes vulgar : 

Thofe friends thou haft and their adoption tried. 

Grapple them unto thy foule with hoops of fteele. 

But doe not dull thy palme with entertainment 
Of each new hatcht , unfledg’d courage : beware 
Of entrance to a quarrell , but being in, 

Beat’t that th’oppofer may beware of thee : 

Give every man thy eare, but few thy voice; 

Take each mans cenfure, but referve thy judgement : r. ' 

Coftiy thy -habit as thy pude can bity. 

But not expreft in fancy; rich, not gaudy ; 
r°r the apparell oft proclaimes the man, 

And they in France of the beft ranke and ftatiofii 

re of a moft fel e 61 and generous, chiefe in that: ' ’ * : 

either a borrower nor a lender boy, 
for love ofc lofes both it felfe and friend, 
orrowmg dulls the edge of husbandry. 

C This 
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This above all, to thine owne felfe be true. 

And it muft follow as the night to day, 

Thou canft not then be falle to any man. 

Farewell, my blefling feafon this in thee. 

Laer. Molt humbly doe I take my leave my Lord. 

Pol. The time inverts you, goe, your fervants tend. 

Laer. Farewell Ophelia, and remember well 
W hat I have laid to you. 

Ophel. ’Tis in my memory loekt. 

And yon your felfe fhall keep the key of it. 

Laer. Farewell. Exit Laertes. 

Po/.Whatis’t Ophelia he hath laid to you ? 

Ophel. So pleafe yon,lomething touching the Lord Hamlet, 
Pol. Marrie well bethought. 

’Tis told me he hath very oft of late 

Given private time to you : and you your felfe 

Have of your audience beene molt free and bounteous. 

If it be lo, as lo ’tis put on me, 

And that in way of caution , I muft tell you 
You doe not underftand your felfe fo cleerly 
As it behoves my daughter, and your honour: 

What is between you ?. give me up the truth. 

Ophel He hath my Lord of late made many tenders 
Of his affe&ion to me. 

Pol. Affeftion !puh, you fpeake like a gteenegirle, 

Unfifted infuch perillous circumftance : 

Doe you beleevehis tenders, as you call them ? 

Ophel I doe not know, my Lord, what I fhould thinke. 

P e/. Marry I will teach you, think your felfe a babie. 

That you have ta’n thele tenders for true pay. 

Which are not fterling : tender your felfe more dearly. 

Or (not to cracke the windeof the poore phrafe ) 

,W rong it thus, you’ll tender me a fbole. 

Ophel. My Lord, he hath importun’d me with love 
In honourable faftiion. 

ol . I,fafhion you may call it, goe too, goe too. 

Ophel . And hath given countenance tohislpeech, 

My Lord with almoft all the holy vowes of heaven. 

Pth 



(prince of Denmark^ 

Pol- I,fpri n g es to catch Wood-cockes ; T doknovi 
When the blood burnes how prodigall thefoule 
lends the tongue vowes , thefe blazes daughter 
Givin CT more light than heat ; extinct in both. 

Even in their promife, as it is a making, 

You muft not tak’t for fire : from this time 
Be fomething leant er of your maiden prefence, 

Setyour entreatments at a higher rate 

Than a command to parley ; for Lord Hamlet t 

Beleevelomuch in him, that he is young. 

And with a larger tedder may he walke 
Than may be given you : in few Ophelia , 

Doe not beleeve his vowes, for they are Brokers,’ 

Not of that dye which their inveftments lhew> 

But treere implorators of unholy fuits. 

Breathing likefamftified and pious bonds* 

The better to beguile : this is for all, 

I would not, in plaine termes,from this time forth 
Have you fo Hander any moments leifure, 

As to give words or talke with the Lord Hamlet , 

Looke too’t I charge you, come your wayes. 

Ophel. I fhall obey my Lord. Exeunt* 

Enter Hamlet , Horatio , and Marcelltu* 

Ham. The aire bites fhrewdly, it is very cold. 

Bora. It is nipping, and an eager aire. 

Ham. W hac houre now ? 

Hora. 1 ihinkeit lacks of twelve* 

Mar. No, it is ftrooke. 

Hora. Indeed, ] heard it not : it then drawes neere the feafon 
Wherein the fpirit held his wont to walk. Afiourifh ofTrum - 
What does this meane my Lord ? pets, and two pieces goe off, 

Ham. The King doth walke to night, and takes his rowfe, 
Keepes waflell, and the Ivvaggering up-lpring reeles. 

And as he draines his draughts of Rhenifti downe, 

_[he Kettle Drum and Trumpet thus bray out 
The triumph of his pledge. 

Hora. is it a cuftome ? 

Ham, I marry is’c, 

C 2 Buc 
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But to my minde, though l am native here 

And to the mann er home, it is a cuftome 

More honour’d in the breach than the observance : 

This heavie- headed revell Hah and W eft 

Makes us traduc’d and taxed of other Nations ; 

They clepe us Drunkards>and with fwinifh phrafe 

Soile our addition*, and indeed it takes 

From our atchievements, though perform’d at height. 

The pith and marrOvv of our attribute : 

So oft it chances in particular men, 

That for fome vicious mole of nature in them, 

As in their birth, wherein they are not guilty, 

( Since nature cannot choole his origen) 

By their ore-growth of fome complexion, 

Ofc breaking downe the pales and forts of reaton ; 

Or by fome habit that too much ore-leavens 
The forme of plaufive manners, that thefe men 
Carrying I fay the ftampe of one defecft, 

Bei ng Natures livery, or Fortunes ftarre, 

His vertues elfebe they as pure as grace. 

As infinite as man may undergoe, 

Shall in the general! cenfure take corruption 
From that particular fault : the dram of eafe 
Doth all the noble fubftance ofa doubt 
To his owne fcandall. Enter (jhofi, 

Hor. Looke my Lord, it comes. 

Ham. Angels and Miniftersof grace defend us ! 

Be thou a fpirit of health, or Goblin damn’d, 

Bring with thee aires from heaven,orblafts fromhcl, 
Be thy intents wicked or charitable. 

Thou eom’ft in fuch a queftionable fhape 
That I will fpeake to thee ; He call thee Hamlet, 
King, Father ,royall Dane : O anlwerc me. 

Let me notburft in ignorance, but tell 
Why thy canoniz’d bones hearted in death 
Have burft their cerements : why the Sepulcher, 
Wherein we law thee quietly i nterr’d. 

Hath op t bis ponderous and marble jawes, 



To 



(prince of Denmarke. 

To caft thee up againe : what may this meane^ 

That thou dead coarfe againe in complete fteele 
Revifitcs thus the glimpfes of the moone. 

Making night hideous, and we fooles of nature 

So horridly to fhake our difpofition 

with thoughts beyond the reaches of our ioules ? 

Say why is this ? wherefore ? what fhould we doe ? Eeckens. 
Hor a. It beckens you to goe away with it, 

As ifit fome impartment did de fire 

To you alone. 

Mar. Looke with what courteous action 
It waves you to a more removed ground. 

But doe not goe with it. 

Hora.No, by no meanes. 

Ham. It will not fpeake, then I will follow it. 

Hor a. Doe not my Lord. 

Ham. Why ? what fhould be the feare ? 

I doe not fct my life at a pins fee : 

And for my foule , what can it doe to that, 

Being a thing immortall like it folfe ? 

Ic waves me forth againe , lie follow it. 

Hor a. What ifit tempt you toward the flood my Lord, 

Or to the dreadfull fomnet ofthe cleefe, 

Thatbettels ore his bafe into the fea. 

And there aflame fome other horrible forme, 

Which might deprive your foveraignty ofreafbn* 

And draw you into maanefle ? thinke of it. 

The very place put s toyes ofdefperation 
- W ithout more motive, into every braine. 

That lookes fo many fadomes to the fea. 

And heares it roare beneath. 

Ham. It waves me ftill, 

Goe on, lie follow thee. 

CWar. You (hall not goe my Lord. 

Ham. Hold off your hands- 
Hera. Be rul’d, you (hall not goe. 

Ham. My fate cry es out, 

And makes each petty artery in this body 



A* 
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As hardy as the Heme an Lions nerve : 

Still am I call’d ; unhand me Gentlemen, 

By heaven lie make a Ghoft of him that lets me: 

Ilayaway :Goeon,Ilefollowthee. Exit Ghoft and Hamlet, 

Hor. He waxes defperate with imagination. 

Mar. I ets follow, ’tis not fit thus to obey him. 

JJora. Have after:to what iflue willthiscome? 

Mar . Something is rotten in the State of Denmark,* i 
Hora. Heaven will direct it. 

Mar. Nay let’s follow him. Exeunt, 

Enter Cjh< ft and Hamlet. 

Ham. W hit her wilt thou lead me ? fpeake, lie goe no forth n .r, 
Ghoft. Marke me. 

Ham. I will. 



Ghoft. My houre isalmoftcomo, 

When I to (ulphronsand tormenting flames 
Muft render up my lelfe. 

Ham. Alas poore Ghoft. 

Ghoft . Pity me not, but lend thy ferious hearing 
To what I fhall unfold. 

Ham. Speake, I am bound to heare. 

Gho. So art thou to revenge when thou flialt heare. 

Ham. W hat ? 

Ghoft. I am thy fathers Ipirit, 

Doom’d for a certaine terme to walke the night. 

And for the day confin’d to fall in fires. 

Till the foule crimes, donein my dayes of nature 
Are burnt and purg’d away: But that I am forbid 
To tell the fecrets of my prilbn houle, 

I could a tale unfold, wnofe lighted word 
W onld harrow up thy foil le, freeze thy young blood. 
Make thy two'eyes like liars dart from their ipheres. 
Thy knotted and combined lockes to part. 

And each particular haire to ftand an end 
Like quills upon the fearefiiil Porpentine : 

But this eternall bjazon mud not be 
To eares of flefti a nd blood : lift, lift, O lift. 

If thou didft ever thy deare father love. 



Ham. 
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Gho. Revenge his foule & moft unnaturall murder. 

Ham. Murder ! . 

Ghoft. Murder moft foule, as in the beft it is j 
But this moft foule, ftrange and unnaturall. 

Ham- Haft me to knovv’t, that I with wings as fwift 
As mediation, or the thoughts of love, 
Maylweepeto my revenge. 

Ghoft. lfinde thee apt; 

And duller fliouldft thou be than the fat weed 
That roots it felfe in eafe on Let he wharfe, 

Wouldft thou not ftirre in this : now Hamlet heare, 
’Tis given out, that fleeping in my Orchard 
A Serpent dung me : fo the whole eare of Denmark? 
Is by a forged procefle of my death 
Rankcly abnfed : but know thou, noble Youth, 

The Serpent that did ding thy fathers life 
Now weares his Crowne. 

Ham. O my Propheticke foule, my uncle I 
Ghoft. I, that inceduous,that adulterate beaft. 
With witchcraft of his wits, with trait’rous gifts, 

O wicked wits, and gifts that have the power 
So to feduce 1 won to his fhamefull luft 
The will of my moft feeming vertuous Queene- 

0 Hamlet, what a fal li ng off was th , re 
From me, whole love was of that dignity. 

That it went hand in hand even with the vow 

1 made to her in marriage ? and to decline 
Upon a wretch , whole naturall gifts were poore 

To thofe of mine'but vertue,as it never will be mov’d 
Though lewdneffe court it in a fhape of heaven, 

So buc though to a radiant Angle linckt, 

W ill fort it felfe in a celefliall bed. 

And prey on garbage. 

But foft,me thinkes I lent the morning aire, 

Briefe let me be : Sleeping within my Orchard, 

My cuftomealwaiesof the afternoone. 

Upon my fecure houre thy uncle ftole 
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With juice of curfed Hebona in a Viall, 

And in the porches ofmy eares did poure 
The leprous, diftilmenr, whole eft'eft 
Holds luch an enmity with blood of man. 

That iwift as Quick-filver it courfes through 
Thenaturall gates and allies of the body, 

And with a fudden vigour it doth poflefle 
And curd, like eager droppings into milke. 

The thin and who Home blood ; lo did it mine. 

And a mod inllant Tetter barkt about 
Moft Lazar-li ke, with vile and loathlome cruft 
All my fmooth body. 

Thus was I deeping, by a brothers hand. 

Of life,ofCrowne,of Queene at once difpatcht. 

Cut oft even in the bloflomes of my finne, 
Unnuzled, dilappointed, un-anueld, 

No reckoning made, but fent to my account 
With all my imperfedlions on my head. 

Oh horrible, O horrible, moft horrible. 

If thou haft nature in thee beare it not, 

Let not the rOyallbed of Denmark* be 
A couch for Luxury and damned Inceft. 

But howiomever thou purfueft this a<5l, 

T aint not thy minde,nor let thy (bule contrive 
Againft thy mother ought, leave her to heaven. 

And to thole thornes that in her bofome lodge, 

To pricke and fling her : fare thee well at once, 
TheGIoworme dr ewes the matine to be neere. 

And ’gins to pale his uneffe&uall fire : 

Adieu.adieu, adieu, remember me. 

Ham. O all you hoft of heaven ! O earth ! what elfe? 
And (ball I couple hell ? O fie ! hold my heart. 

And you my finewes, grow not inftantold. 

But beare me (wifely up ; remember thee 1 
I thou poore Ghoft, whiles memory holds a (eat 
In this di drafted Globe : remember thee 1 
Yea, from the tableofmy memorie 
lie wipe away all triviallfond records. 
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All faw of bookes,ad formes, all prelfurespaft. 

That youth and oblervation copied there. 

And t hy commandement all alone (ball live 
Within the booke and volume of my braine, 

Unmixt with ba(er matter ; yes by heaven. 

0 moft pernicious woman ! 

Ovillaine,vil!aine, finding damned villaine! 

My tables, meet it is I let downe. 

That one may fmile, and (mile, and be a villaine ; 

At leafl I am fure it may be fo in Denmark** 

So uncle there you are : now to my word. 

It is adieu, adieu, remember me. 

1 have fworne’t. Enter Horatio and Mar CC Hut* 

Hora. My Lord, my Lord. 

Mar. Lord Hamlet. 

Hora. Heavens fecure him. 

Ham. So be it. 



Ham. Hillo, ho, ho boy, come, and come. 

Mar. How is’t my noble Lord ? 

Ham. O wonderfull ! 

Hot. Good my Lord tell it. 

Ham. No, you will revealeit. 

Hora. Not I my Lord by heaven. 

M ar. Nor I my Lord. 

Bu^X’il^efefret ° U then,woulc * ^ em once thinke it ? 
Both. I by heaven. 

Ham. There’s never a villaine 
Dwelling in all Denmark;, 
outhee’s an arrant Knave. 

To teller nee< ^ S n0 m y come from the grave 

AndfiT* W , hy nght ’ you are « thc right, 

I holdir fi^ Ut m °n circum ^nce at all 
Yon.c Oiakehan^s and pare, 

MreUaalJpnimva,, 

tvGy nan hath bulincffc «id dditc, Y 



Such 




The Tragedy of Hamlet 

Such as it is> and for my owne poore part 

Iwillgoe 

Hora. 

Ham. 

Yes faith heartily! 

Hera. There’s no offence my Lord. 

Ham. Yes by Saint Patrick but there is Horatio, 

And much offence too : touching this vifion here, 

It is an honeft Ghoft, that let me tell you ; 

For your defire to know what is betweene us 
Ore* maffer’t as you may: and now good friends, 

As you are friends, Scholars, and Souldiers 
Give me one poore requeft. 

Hora. What is’t my Lord, we will. 

Ham. Never makeknowne what you have leene to night, 
Both. My Lord we will not. 

Ham. Nay but fwear’t. 

Hora. In faith my Lord not I* 

CWar. Nor I my Lord in faith. • 

Ham. Upon my (word. 

Mar. We have fworne my Lord already.* 

Ham. Indeed upon my f»vord : indeed. 

Ghoft cries under the flare, 

Gjhofl. Sweare. & 

Ham. Ha, ha,boy,faiftthon (b?artthou there true- penny? 
Come on, you heare this fellow in the Selleridge 
Content to fiveare. 

Hora Propofe the oath my Lord. 

Ham. Never to fpeake of this that you have feene, 

Sweare by my fvord. 

Ghofl S veare. 

Ham. Hie & ubique, then wee’ll fhift our ground : : 

Come hither Gentlemen 

And lay your hands againe upon myfword : 

Sweare by my fvord. 

Never to fpeake of this that you have heard. 

Ghoft. Sweare by his fword. 

Ham. Well laid old Mole,canft thou worke i’ih earth lb faff ? 

Awor- 



pray. 



Thefe are but wi Id and whurling words my Lord. 
I am forry they offend you heartily. 
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A worthy Pioner, once more remove good friends. 

Hora. O day and night 1 but this is wondrous ftrangfi. 

Ham. And therefore as a ftranger give it welcome: 

There are more things in heaven and earth Horatio 
Thanaredream’tofinyourPhilofophy : but come. 

Here as before; never to help you mercy, 

(How ftrange or odde fb ere I beare my telfe. 

As I perchance hereafter fhall thinke meet. 

To put anantike difpofition on. 

That you at fuch times feeing me, never (hall 
With armes encombred thus , or head thus fhak’c. 

Or by pronouncing of feme doubtfull phrafe. 

As, well well ,we know,or we could and if we would, 

Or ifwe lift to fpeake, or there be and if they might, ^ 

Or fuch ambiguous giving out, to note) 

That you know ought of me, this doe fweare. 

So grace and mercy at your moft need helpe you, 

Ghofl. Sweare. 

Reft,reft,perturbed fpirit. So Gentlemen 
With all my love I doe commend me to you. 

And what fo poore a man as Hamlet is 

May doe t’cxprefle his love and friending to you 

God willing fhall not lacke : let us goe in together^ 

And ftill your fingers on your lips I pray. 

The time is out of joint, O curfed fpight 
That ever I was borne to fet it right ! 

Nay come, lets goe together. Exeunt, 

Enter old ‘ Polonius with his man or two * 

Pol. Give him this money, and thefe two notes Reynaldol 
Pej. I will my Lord. J 

Pol. You (hall doe marvellous wifely, good Reynaldo* 

Before you vifit him to make inquire 
Of hisbeh aviour. 

Rey. My Lord I did intend it. 

Pol. Marrie well (aid, very well (aid,looke you fir, 

Lnquire me firft what Danskers are in Paris , 
nd how, and who, what means,and where they keep, 

■ ac company, at what expence : and finding 

D» By 
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By this encompaflment and drift ofqueftion. 

That they doe know my fon , come you moreneerer 
Then your particular demands will tonch it, 

Take you as’t were fome diftant knowledge of him. 

As thus, I know his father, and his friends. 

And in part him : Doe you marke this Reynaldo ? 

Rey. i, very well my Lord. 

Pol. And in part him, but you may lay not well. 

But if it be he I meane hee’s very wilde. 

Addicted fo and lb, and there put on him 
What forgeries you pleafe, marry noneforanke 
As may di (honour him, take heedofthat j 
But fir, fuch wanton, wild, and ufuall flips 
As are companious noted and moft knowne 
To youth and liberty. 

%ey- As gaming my Lord. 

Pol. I, or drinking, fencing, fwearing. 

Quarrelling, drabbing, you may goe fo farre. 

Rey. My Lord, that would diflionour him. 

Pol. Faith as you may fealbn it in the charge. 

Y ou mult not put another foandall on him. 

That he is open toincontinency, 

That’s not my meaning, but breath his faults fo quaintly. 
That they may leeme the taints ofliberty, 

The flafh and out-breakeof a fiery mind, 

A favagenefle in unreclaimed blood 
Ofgenerallalfault. 

Rey' But my good Lord. 

Pol. W herefore fhould you doe this ? 

Rey. I my Lord, I would know that. 

Pol. Marry fir here’s my drift. 

And I beleeve it is a fetch of wit. 

You laying thefe fleight fullies on my fonne. 

As tvvere a thing a little foil’d with working, 

Mark you, your party in converfe,he you would found. 
Having ever feene in the prenominate crimes 
The youth yon breach of guilty, be aflur’d 
He doles with you in this confequence ; 





Good 



jp-:. (Prince of Denmark^ 

Good fir ( or f°) or friend, or Gentleman, 



was I about to fay? 

where did I leave? 
j^v.At doles in the confequence. 

Tol. At clofes in the confequence ; I marry, 

He doles thus, I know the Gentleman 
jfawbim yefterday, or th’other day, 

Or then, or then, with luch or fuch, and,as you fay. 

There was a gaming there, or tooke in’s rowfe. 

There falling our at Tennis, or perchance 
I faw him enter fuch and fuch a houfe offale. 

Videlicet , a Brothell, or fo forth. See you now. 

Your bait of fallhood takes this carpe of truth. 

And thus doe we of wifdome and of reach. 

With windlefles, and with eflayes of byas. 

By indireCts finde directions out : 

So by my former LeCture and advice 

Shall you my fonne. You have me, have you not ? 

Rey. My Lord I have. 

Pol. God buy ye, fare ye well. 

Rey. Good my Lord. 

Pol. Oblerve his inclination in your lelfe. 

Rey, I fhall my Lord. 

Pol. And let him ply his Muficke. 

Rey. Well my Lord. Exit Rey. 

Enter Ophelia.' 

P o/.Farwell.How nowO/>/>*//4, what’s the matter? 

Ofb.O my Lord, my Lord, I have bin fo affrighted. 

Polo. W ich what i’th name of God ? 

°fhel. My Lord as I was lowing in my Clolet, 

Lord Hamlet with his doublet all unbrac’d. 

No hat upon his head' his fiockins foul’d, 
ngartred, and downegyved to bis ankle, 
s eashis fliirt, his knees knocking each other, 

D 3 And 



According to trie pnraie or uic wumuu 
Of man and countrey; 

Key. Very good my Lord. 

/>«/. And then fir does a this, a does rwhat 
P( , t h'e Maffe I was about to fay fomething, 





The Tragedy of Hamlet 

And with a Jooke fo piteous in purport, 

As if he hadbeene loofed out of hell 
To ipeake of horrors, he comes before me, 

Pol. Mad for thy love ? 

Ophel My Lord I doe not know. 

But truely I doe feare it. 

JV.Whatfaidhe? 

Ophel. He took me by the wrift, and held me hard* 
Then goes he to the length of all his arme. 

And wich hisother hand thus ore his brow 
He falls to luch perufall of my face 
As a would draw it : long ftaid he lb. 

At laft, a little (baking of mine arme. 

And thrice his head thus waving up and downe, 

He railed a figh lb piteous and profound 
As it did leeme to {hatter all hisbulke. 

And end his being. : that done, he lets me goe. 

And with his head over his (boulders turn'd 
Hee feem’d to finde his way without his eyes ; 

For out of doores he went without their helpes. 

And to the laft bended their light on me. 

Pol. Come, goe with me, T will goe feeke the King, 
This is the very ext a fie of love, 

Whole violent property forgoes it lelfe. 

And leads the will to delperate undertakings* 

As oft as any paffions under heaven 

That does afflict our natures: I am lorriej 

W hat ? have you given him any hard words of late ? 

Ophel. No my good Lord, but as you did command* 
I did repell his letters, and deni’d 
HisaccdTetome. 

Pol. That hath made him mad : 

I am lorrie that with better heed and judgement 
I had not coated him ; I fear’d he did but trifle. 

And meant to wrack thee, but befhrew my jealoufie; 
By heaven it is as proper to our age 
To caft beyond our felves in our opinions* 

As it is common for the younger fort 
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To lackedilcretion : Come, goe vve 
This muft be knowne, which being 
to hide, than hate to u; 

{ Exeunt. 

° mC ' Flour ijh. Enter King and Queene, Roft incraw and 

Gtuldenfternt' 

Ki»g. Welcome deare Rofencraw and Guildenjternc, 
Moreover, that we much did long to fee you, 

T he need we have to ufe you did provoke 
Ourhaftie fending. Something yon have heard 
Ot Hamlets transformatir n, fo I call it, 

Sith nor th ’exterior, nor the inward man 
Refembles that itwas : what it (bould be 
More than his fathers death, that thus hath put him 
So much from the underftanding of himlelfe 
I cannot dreame of : 1 entreat you both. 

That being of fo young dayes brought up witn him. 

And fith io neighboured to his youth and haviour. 

That you vouchfafe your reft here in our Court 
Some little time, lb oy your companies •• 

To draw him onto pleasures, and together 
So much as from occalion you may gleane. 

Whether ought to us unknown affinfts him thus * 

That open’d lyes within our remedy. 

Que Good Gentlemen, he hath, much talkt of you, 

And lbre I am two men there are not living 
To whom he more ar'her-es ;if it will pleafe you 
To (hew us lb much gentry and good will. 

As to expend your time with us a while 
For the fupply and profit of our hope. 

Your vifitation fhould ;receive luch tbankes 
As fits a Kings remembrance. 

Ref Both your Majefties 
Mignt by the Soveraigne power you have of us 
Put your dread plealures more into command 
Than tointreary. 

Guil. Rut we both obey. 

And here give up our felves in the full bent 

To 



Moregriefe 



to the King, 
kept clofe might move 
ter love. 
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To lay ourfervice freely at your feet. 

King Thanks Rofencraus and gentle Guildenfiern. 

Que. Thanks Guildenfiern, and gentle Rofcncratu. 

And Ibeieech youinftantly tovifit 

My too much changed fonne : goe feme of you 

And bring thefe Gentlemen where Hamlet i s. 

Gail. Heavens make our prdence and our pra&ices 
Pleafant and helpfull to him. 

Queen. Amen. Exeunt Ref. and Gut l. 

Enter Poloniue. 

TW.Th’Embafladors from Norway, my good Lord, 

Are joyfully return’d. 

King. Thou ftil haft bin the Father of good newes. 

'Pol. Have I my Lord ? I aflure my good Liege 
I hold my duty as I hold my foule. 

Both to my God and to my gracious King : 

And I doe thinke, or elfe this braine of mine 
Hunts not thetrayleof policie fofure 
As it hath us’d to doe, that I have found 
The very caufe of Hamlets lunacie. 

King. O fpeake of that, that doe I long to heare. 

Pol. Give firft admittance to theE^bafladors, 

My newes fhall be the fruit to that great feaft. 

King. Thy felfe do? grace to them,& bring them in. 

He tels me, my deire Gertrud, he hath found 
The head and fource bfall your Ibnnes diftemper. 

Quee. I doubt it is no other but themaine. 

His fathers death, and our haftie marriage. 

Enter Smbajjadors. 

King. W ell,we fhallfift him : welcome my good friends J 
Say V iltemandyrdcax. fitSfi ©ur brother ? 

Ht il. Moft faire returne of greetings and defires : 

Upon onr firft he lent out to fupprefle 
HisNephewes levies, which to him appear’d 
To be a preparation ’gainft the Pollacke, 

But better lookt into, he truly found 

It was againft your Highnefle ; whereat griev’d 

That fo his ficknefle, age, and impotence 



(Prince of Denmarkc." 

Was falfly borne in hand, fends out arrefts 
On Fortenbrajfe, which hein briefe obayes. 

Receives rebuke from AT orway , and in fine. 

Makes vow before his uncle never more 
To give th’aflay of armes againft your Majeftie : 

Whereon old Norway overcome with joy 
Gives him threefeore thoufand crowns in annual fe$ 

And his Commi ftion, to imploy thofe Souldiers 
So levied as before, againft the Pollacke, 

With an entreaty herein further fhowne. 

That it might pleafe you to give quiet pafle 
Through your dominions for this enterprize 
Onliich regards of lafety and allowance 
As herein are fet downe. 

King. It likes us well, 

And at our more confidered time wee’ll read, 

Anfwer, and thinke upon this bufineffe : 

Meane time we thank you for your well took labour, 

Goe to your reft, at night wee’ll feaft together : 

Moft welcome home. Exeunt Embajfaders, 

Pol. This bufinefle is well ended, l 

My Liege and Madam, toexpoflulate 
What majeftie fhould be, what duty is. 

Why day is day, night night, and time is time, 

W ere nothing but to wafte night, da'y,and time ; 

Therefore brevitieis the foule of wit, 

And tedioufneffe the limbes and outward flourishes* 

I will be briefe : your noble fonne is mad. 

Mad call I it, for to define true madnelfe. 

What is’tbut to be nothing elfe but mad # 

But let that goe. 

Quee. More matter with lefle art. 

ru°^i. * f weare I ufe no art at all. 

That hee s mad ’tis true, 'tis true, ’tis pitty. 

And pitty ’cis ’tis true, a foolifh figure, 

But farewell it, for I will ufe no art : 

ad let us grant him then, and now remaines 

hat we finde out the caufe of this efteft, 

D pr 
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Or rather lay the caufe of this defeft, 

For this effeft defective comes by caufe : 

Thus it remaines,and the remainder thus. 

Perpend. 

I have a daughter, have while (lie is mine, 

Who in her duty and obedience, marke. 

Hath given me this ; now gather and furmife. 

T othe Celefiiall, my forties I doll, the mo ft beautified Ophelia. 
That's an illphrafe,a vtle phrafe, beautified is a vile phrafe; but 
you Jhall heare, thus inker excellent \white- bofome, Khefe c. 
Que en. Camethis from Hamlet toher ? 

To l Good Madam ftay a while, I will be faithfull. 

J )oubt thou the fiarres are fire. Letter, 

Doubt that the fume doth move} 

Doubt truth to be a lyer t 
But never doubt I love. 

O deare Ophelia lam ill at thefe numbers , I have not art it 
reckon my groanes’, but that I love thee befl, O mofl beft beleevt 
it : Adieu. Thine evermore mofl deare Lady , whilefi thk 
mach me is to him, Hamlet. 

Pol. This in obedience hath my daughter fhowne me. 

And more abouc have hisfolicitings, 

As they fell out by time, by meanes,and place. 

All given to mine eare. 

King. But how hath fhe receiv’d his love ? 

Pol. What doe you thinkeofme? 

King. Asof a man faithfull and honourable; 

Pol. I would faine prove fb ; but what might you thinke 
When I had feene this hot love on the wing, 

As I perceiv’d it ('I muft tell you that) 

Before my daughter told me ; what might you 
Or my deare Majeftie your Queen here thinke, 

Iflhad plaid the deske, or Table-booke, 1 
Or given m.y heart a winking, mute and dumbe. 

Or lookt upon this love with idle fight. 

What might you thinke ? no, I went round to worke, 

And my young MiHrefle thus I did befpeake : 

Lord Hamlet is a Prince out of thy ip here. 

This muft not be: and then I precepts gave her, T&tf 



(prince of Den marke. 

That fire fhould locke her felfe from his refort, 

Lmit no meflengers, receive no tokens. , 

Which done, fhe tooke the fruits of my advice ; 

And he repell’d, a fhort tale to make. 

Fell into a fadnefle, then into aFaft, 

Thence to a watch, thence into a weaknefle. 

Thence to a lightneffe,and by this declenfion 
Into the madnefle wherein now he raves. 

And all we mourne for. 

you thinke tis this • 

Oue. It may be very likely. 

pel. Hath therebeenfuch a time, I would fainekno W that, 

That I have pofitively faid,’tisfo. 

When it prov’d otherwife ? 

.Not that I know. „ 

Pol. Take this from this , ifthisbe otherwife , 

If circumftances lead me, I will finde 

Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeed 
Within the Centre. 

King. How may we try it further? 

Pol. You know lometimes he walkes fbure houres together 
Herein the Lobby. 

Queen. So he does indeed .’ 

Pol. At fuch a time lie loofe my daughter to him# 

Be you and I behind the Arras then, 

Marke the encounter; if he love her not. 

And be not from his reafon faine thereon. 

Let me be no afliftant for a State, 

But keep a Farme and Carters. 

King . W e will try it. Enter Hamlet , 

Slueen. But look where fadly the poore wretch comes reading. 
Pol. AwayJ doebefecch you both away. Exit King and. 

film It* 1-i mtrA ma 1o#ira O ttCCtt 



jl r\Yv«y>i uucucjcccu you uuui awayj 

He board him prefently.Oh give me leave. 

How does my good Lord Hamlet l 
Ham. W ell, God a mercy. 

P el- Doe you know me,my Lord ? 

Ham . Excellent well, you are a Fishmonger. 
Pol. Not I my Lord. 
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JJrfjw.Thenl would you were lb honeft a marv 

*Pol. Honeft my Lora? 

Ham. I fir, tobe honeft as this world goes 
""Is to be one man pickt out often thouisnd. 

« 7 W. That’s very true my Lord. . 

Ham. For if the Sunne breed maggots m a dead dogge, being* 
good killing carrion. Have you a daughter ? 

TV. I have my Lord. _ . 

Ham. Let her not walke i’th Sun, conception is a bleffing, 

But as your daughter may conceive, friend looke to’c. 

Pe/.How fay you by that ? Bill harping on my daughter, yet he 
knew me not at firft,a (aid I was a fifh-monger, a is far gone ; and 
truly in my youth Ifuffered much extremity for love , very neare 
this : lie fpeake to him againe. What doe you read my Lord ? 

Ham. Words, words, words. 

Pol. What is the matter my Lord ? 

Ham. Betweene who ? 

Ape/.I meane the matter that you read my Lord.' 

Ham. Slanders fir : for the Satyricall Rogue faies here, that old 
men have gray beards, that their faces are wrinkled, their eyes 
purging i hicke Amber, and Plum-tree Gum, and that they havea 
plentitul! lacke of wit, together with moft weake hams, all which 
fir though I moft powerfully and potently beleeve, yeclholdit 
not honeftie to have it thus let downe, for your felfe fir {hall grow 

old, as I am, if like a crab you could goe backward. 

Pol. Though this be madnefle , yec there is method.in’t, will 
you walke out of the aire my Lord ? 

Ham. Into my grave. 

Pol. Indeed that’s out of the aire ; how pregnant fometimes 
his replyes are ? a happines that often madres hits on, which rea- 
fon and fandhtie could not fo happily be delivered of. I will leave 
him and my daughter. My Lord I will take my leave of you. 

Ham. You cannot take from me any thing that I will not more 
willingly part withall, except my life except my life, except my 
life. Enter Cjuildenfternc and Roft incrAtu. 

Pol. Fare you well my Lord. 

Ham. Thefe tedious old fooles. 

pel. You goe to feeke the Lord Hamlet, there he is. j. 



frince of D enmarke. 



1,/ God fave your fir. 

Gttil. My honoured Lord. 

good friends, how doft thou (jttyldenftertt ? 
khRo fever am good lads how doe youboth ? 

Rof. As the indifferent children oftheearth. 

Guj l. Happy in that we are not ever happy on fortunes cap, 

w e are not the very button. 

Ham. Nor the foies of her fhooe. 

Rof. Neither my Lord. 

Ham.lhtn you live about her waft, or in the middle ofher fa- 
Gml. Faith her privates we. _ (vors. 

Ham. In the fecret parts of fortune, oh moft true, (he is a ftrum- 



pet. Whatnewes? 

Rof. None my Lord,but the worlds grovvne honeft. (true. 

Ham. Then is Doomef-day neere : but your nevves is not 
, j ut in the beaten way of friendship, what make you at Elfemur ? 

%of To vifit you my Lord, no other occafion. 

JPvjw.Begger that I am, I am even poore in thanks, but I thank 
you, and fare deare friends my thanks are too deare a halfe-peny : 
were you not lent for ? is it your owne inclining ? is it a free vifita- 
tion ? come, come, deale juft ly with me, come, come, nay fpeake- 

Gttyl. What fhould we fay my Lord ?. 

Ham.hny thing, but to’tn purpofe,you were fent for, and there 
is a kind of confeflion in your lookes , which your modefties have 
not craft enough to colour : I know the good King and Queene 
have lent for you. 

Rof. To what end my Lord ? 

Ham. That you mull teach me :but let me conjure you by the 
rights of our fellowships, by the conlonancy of our youth , by the 
obligation of our ever prelerved love , and by what more deare a 
better propofer can charge you withall , bee even and dire£i with 
me whether yon were fent for or no. 

Rof What lay you ? 

Ham Nay t'.en I have an eie of you,if you love me hold not off. 

Guyl. My Lord we were lent for. 

Ham. i will tell you why, lb fhall my anticipation prevent your 
difcovery, and your fecrecy to the King and Queen rnoulc no fea- 
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thcr : I have of late, but wherefore I know not, loft all my mirth, 
forgone all cuftome of exercifes;and indeed it goes fo heavily with 
my ’dilpofition, that this goodly frame the earth feemes tomeea 
fterill promontoric ; thismoft excellent Canopie the aire, looke 
you, this brave ore-hanged firmament, this majefticall roofe fret- 
ted with golden fire, why it appeareth nothing to me but a fou! e 
andpeftilent congregation of vapours. What a piece a worke is 
man ! how noble in realonl how infinite in faculties ! in forme and 
moving how expreffe and admirable! inatfion how like an An- 
gel ! in apprehenfion how like a God ! the beauty of the world,the 
paragon of animals;& yet to me what is this quinteflence of duft ? 
man delights not me, nor woman neither, though by your foiling 
youfeemetofay fo. 

Hof. My Lord there was no fuch ftuffe in my thoughts. 

Ham. Why did ye laugh then, when I laid man delights not me? 

Rof. To thinke my Lord, if you delight not in man, what Lenten 
entertainment thePlaiers {hall receive from you, we coated them 
on the way, and hither are they comming to offer you fervice. 

Ham. He that playes the King (hall be welcome, his Majeftie 
fhall have tribute of mee, the adventurous Knight fhall ufe his 
foy le and target, the lover (hall not figh gratis, the humorous man 
(hall end his part in peace, and the Lady (hall fay her mind freely, 
ortheblanke verfe (hall halt for’t. What players are they ? 

Rof. Eventhofe you were wont to take fuch delight in, the Tra- 
gedians of the City. 

Ham. How chances it they travell ? their refidence both in re- 
putation and profit was better both wayes. 

Rof. I thinke their inhibition comes by the meanes of the late 
innovation. 

Ham. Doe they hold the fame eftimation they did when I was 
in the City ? are they (o followed ? 

Rof No indeed, they are not. 

Ham. Tt is not very {(range ; for my uncle is King of Denmark, 
and thole that would make mouthes at him while my father lived, 
give twenty, forty, fifty,a hundred duckets a peece for his piitui'e 
in little : s’hlood thereislbmethingin this more than natural!, if 
Philolbphy could finde it out. A Flottrijh. 

Cntl. There are the players, 

HafX' 



(Prince of Denmarke. 

mm Gentlemen you are welcome to \Elfainr, your hands: 
come t hen, th’appurtenance of welcome is alhionandceremo- 
nv let me comply with you in thisgarbe, left my extent to the 
pfaiers which I tell you muft (hew fairly outwards, (liould more 
appeare like entertainment than yours ; you are welcome : but 
my Unde-father and Aunt-mother are deceived. 

Guyl. In what my deare Lord ? . 

Ham. I am but mad North North-weft, when the wind is Sou- 
therly I knowa hawke froma hand-faw. 

Enter Polonim. 

Pol. Well be with you Gentlemen. 

Ham Harke you Guyldenfiemjnd you too, at each care a hea- 
rer, that great baby as you fee is not yet out of his fwadling clouts. 

Rof Happely he is the fecond time come to them, for they (ay 
an old man is twice a child. 

Ham. I will prophecie that he comes to tell me of the Players, 
marke it : You fay right fir, a Munday morning ’twas then indeed. 

Pol. My Lord I have newes to tell you. 

Ham. My Lord I have newes to tell you : when Rojfim was an 
Abforin Rome. 

Pol. The Abhors are come hither my Lord. 

Ham. Buz, buz. 

Pol. Upon mine honour. 

Ham Then came each Abhor on hisafle. 

7 ’ol. Thebeft Abhors in the world, either for Tragedy, Comedy, 
Hiftory, Paftorall, Paftorall-Comicall, Hiftorical-Paftorall feene 
indevidable, or Poem unlimited : Seneca cannot bee too heavie, 
nor Plant tu too light for the law of writ and the liberty ; thefe are 
theonely men. 

Ham . O Jeftha Judge of Ifrael what a treafurehadft thou? 

Pol. What a treasure had he my Lord r 

Ham Why one fake daughter and no more, the which hee lo- 
ved parting well. 

7W . Still on my daughter. 

Ham. Am I not i’th right old Jeftha ? 

Fol. W hat followes then my Lord ? 

Whyasby lot God wot , and then you knowitcameto 
pane, as moft like it was ; the firft row of the pans chanlbn will 

£hew 





Ybe Tragedy of Hamlet 

flievv yon more, for looke where my abridgement comes. 

Enter the Players. 

Ham .You are welcome matters, welcome all, I am glad toiej 
thee well , welcome good friends ; oh old friend ! why thy face i$ 
valanc’d fince I faw thee laft , com’ft thou to beard mee in Ben. 
mark? ? what my young Lady and Miftrefle my Lady your Ladi- 
fhip is neerer to heaven than when I faw you laft by the altitude 
of a.chopine, pray God your voice, like a peece of uncurrant gold, 
be not crackt within the ring : matters you are all welcome, wee’ll 
e’en to’t like friendly Faukners , flye at any thing wee fee, wee’ll 
have a fpeech ftraic , come give us a tafte of your quality, come a 
pafttonate fpeech. 

Player . What Ipeech my good Lord ? 

Ham . I heard thee fpeake me a fpeech once,but it was never a- 
£led, or ifit was, not above once, for the play I remember pleafed 
not the million, ’twascaviary to the generall, but it was as I recei- 
ved it and others , whole judgements in luch matters cried in the 
top of mine , an excellent play , well digefted in the fcenes,fet 
downe with as much modefty as cunning. I remember one faid 
there were no fallets in the lines to make the matter favoury, not 
no matter in the phrafe that might indite the author ofaffeftion, 
but call’d it an honeft method, as wholefome asfweet, and by very 
much more handlome than fine ; one Ipeech in’t I chiefly loved, 
’twas t /Eneas talketo Dido, and thereabout ofit elpecially when 
he fpeakes of Priams {laughter, if it live in your memory begin at 
this line,let me lee, let me fee, the rugged Pyrrhus like th’ircanian 
Beaftj’cisnot it begins with Pyrrhus. The rugged Pyrrhus, hit 
"whole lable armes, 

Blacke as hispurpofe did the night referable. 

When he lay couched in th’ominous horfe, 

Hath now his dread and blacke completion fmear'd 
With Heraldry more dilmall head to foot : 

Now is he totall Gules, horridly trickt 

With blood of fathers, mothers, daughters, fonnes, 

Bak’d and embafted with the parching ftreets. 

That lend a tyrannous and a damned light 
To their Lords murder, rotted in wrath and fire# 

And thus ore-cifed with coagmate gore, 



(Prince of Denmark^ 

With eyes like Carbuncle, the belli (hTynhus ' v ’ 

Old-eranfire Priam feekes j fo proceed you. 
p^.pore God my Lord well fpoken, with good accent and good 
‘Play. Anon he finds him ('’dilcretion* 

Striking too lliort at Greekes, his anticke fword 
Rebellious to his arme, lyes where it falls. 

Repugnant to command ; unequall matcht, 

Pyrrhus at Priam drives , in rage ttnkes wide. 

But with the vvhiffe and winde of his fell {word 
Th’unnerved father falls. 

Seeming to feele this blow, with flaming top 
Stoops to bis bale, and with a hideous crafh 
Takes priloner Pyrrhus eare : for loehis (word# 

Which was declining on the milky head 
Ofreverent ‘Priam, feem’d i’th ayre to fticke. 

So as a painted tyrant Pyrrhus flood, 

Likea neutrall to his willand matter* 

Did nothing: - 

But as we often fee againft feme ftorme, 

A filence in the heavens, the rackes ftand ftill. 

The bold wind lpeechlefle , and the orbe below 
As hufh as death, anon the dreadfull thunder 
Doth rend the region : lb after Pyrrhus pawle, 

A rowfed vengeance fetshim new aworke. 

And never did the Cyclops hammers fall, 

On M ars his armour, forg’d for proofe eterne, 

W itfa lefle remorfe than Pyrrhus bleeding {word 
Now falls on Pr»<«w. 

Out, ouc, thou ftrumpet Fortune ! all you gods 
In generall fynod take away her power, 

Breake all the {pokes and felloes from her wheefe, 

Andboule the round nave downe the hillofheaven. 

As low as to the fiends- 
Pol- This is too long. 

. It lhall to the Barbers with your beard : prethee lay on, he’s 
tor ajig,or a tale of bawdry,or he deeps ; fay on, come to Hecuba. 
•P^r-But who, ah woe had feene the mobled Queene- 
Ham. The mobled Queene ! 

F Pelt. 
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Pole. That’s good. 

Play. Run barefoot up and downe,threatning the flames, 
With Bifon rhume, a clout upon that head 
-Where late the diadem flood and for a robe. 

About her lanke and all ore-teamed loynes, 

A blanket in thealarme of fearc caught up. 

Who this had feene, with tongue in venome fteepr, 

’Gainft fortunes ftate would treafon have pronounc’d : 

But if the gods themfelves did fee her then. 

When (he law Pyrrhus make malicious Iporc 
In mincing with hisfworc! her husbands linabes. 

The inftant burfi of clamor that lhe made, 
llnlefle things mortall move them not at all, 

W ould have made milch the burning eyes of heaven. 

And paflion in the gods. 

JV.Lcoke where he has not turned his colour, and has teares 
in’s eyes : prethee no more. 

Ham. ’Tis well, lie have thee fpeake out the reft of this (bone. 
Good my Lord doe you fee the Players well beftowed, doe you 
heare, let them be well ufed , for they are the abftrait andbriefe 
Chronicles of the time; after your death you were better haves 
bad Epitaph, than their ill report while you live. 

Tol. My Lord I, will ufe them according to their defert. 

Ham. Gods bodkin man much better, ufe every man after his 
defert, and who (ball fcape whipping ? ufe them after your owne 
honour and dignity , the lefle they delerve the more merit isin 
your bounty : Take them in. 

Pel. Come firs. 

Ham. Follow him friends,wee’ll heare a play to morrow ; doeft 
thou heare me old friend, can you play the murder of Gonzago l 

P lay. I my Cord. - .... • . i 'f 

Ham. W ee’ll hav’t tp morrow night : you could for need ftudy 
a fpeech of feme dofen lines, or fixteene lines , which I would let 
downe and infert in’r, could you not ? 

Play. I my Lord. 

Ham.Vtxy well : follow that Lord , and Iooke you mockehiffl 
not- My good friends, lie leave you till night, you are welcome 
to Elfenour, Exeunt Pel, a fid ’Players. 
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Ref. Good my Lord. Exit, 

Ham- 1 fo, God buy to you ; now am I alone. 

0 what a Rogue and pefant flave am I ! 

Is it not monttrous that this Player here 
But in a fi&ion, in a dreame of paflion. 

Could force his foulc lb to his owne conceit. 

That from her workingall the vifage wand, 

Teares in his eyes, diftra&ion in’s alpe&, _ 

A broken voice, and his whole function luting 
With formes to his conceit, and all for nothing^ 

For Hecuba ? 

What’s Hecuba to him, or he to her. 

That he Ihould weep for her ? what would he doe 

Had he the motive, and that for paflion 

That I have ? he would drown the ftage with teares. 

And cleave the generall eare with horrid fpeech. 

Make mad the guilty, and appeale the free. 

Confound the ignorant ,and amaze indeed 
The very faculties of eyes and earesj yeti, 

A dull and muddy metled raskall, peake 
Like John- a-dreames, nnpregnant of my caufe* 

And can fey nothing, no not for a King, 

Upon whole property and moftdeare life 
A damn’d defeat was made : am I a coward ? 

Who calls me villaine, breakes my pate acrofle, 

Pluckes oft my beard, and blowes it in my face, 

Twekes meby’th nofe, gives me the lyei’tb throat 
As deep as to the lungs ? who does me this ? 

Hah ? s’wounds I Ihould take it, for it cannot be 
But I am pigeon liver’d, and lacke gall 
To make oppreflion bitter, or ere this 

1 Ihould have fatted all the region Kites 
With this Oaves offall : blouay,baudy villaine, 
Remorflefleitrecherous, lecherous, kindlefle villain. 

Why what an Afle am I ? this is moft brave, 

at I the fonne of a deare father murthered, 

1 rompted to my revenge by heaven and hell, 
uit like a whore unpacke my heart with words, 

Fi - And 
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And fall a cutfmg like a very drabbe, ftallion, fie upon’t, foh. 

About my braines, hum, I have heard 

That guilty creatures fitting at a Play 

Have by the very cunning of the Scene 

Beene ftrooke fo to the loule,that prefently 

They have proclaim’d their malefactions : 

For murther though it have no tongue will fpeake 
With molt miraculous organ. lie have thefe Players 
Play fomething like the murther of my father 
Before mine uncle : lie obferve his lookes. 

He tent him to the quicke,if a doe blench 
I know my courle. Thefpirit that I have feene 
May be a divell, and the divell hath power 
T’afiiime a pleafing fhape, yea and perhaps 
Out of my weakfleftfe and my melancholly. 

As he is very potent with fuch fpirits, j 

Abufes me to damne me ; lie have grounds 
More relative than this, the Play’s the thing 
W herein lie catch the confidence of the King. Exit, 

Enter King, Queene , Polonias, Ophelia, Rofencratts, Cjnf- 
denlierne, Lords. 

King Andean you by no driftof conference 
Get from him why he puts on this confafion. 

Grating fo harfhly all his daies of quiet 
With turbulent and dangerous lunacie ? 

Rof. He does confeffe he feeles himfeife diftraifced. 

But from what caufe he will by nomeanesfpeake. 

GVy/.Nor doe we find him forward to be founded, 

• But with a crafty madneflekeepes aioofe 
W hen we would bring him on to fome confeflion 
Ofhis true eftate. 

Sluee. Did he receive you well > 

Rof. Moft like a Gentleman. 

Gnyl. But with much forcing ofhis dilpofition. 

Rof. Niggard of queft ion, but of onr demands 
Moft free in his reply. ‘ . 

Quee. Did you aflay him foanypaftime.? 

Rof. Madam, it fo fell out that certain^ Player* 
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«r c ore-raughton the way, of thefe we told him, 
inH there did feeme in him a kind ofj°y 
? tare of rt ; they are here about the Court, 

And as 1 thinke they have already order 
This night to play before him. 

/>,/. Tis moft true. 

And he befeecht me to entreat your Majefties 
Toheare and fee the matter. 

King. With all my heart. 

And it doth much content me, 

Toheare him lo inclin’d: 

Good Gentlemen give him a further edge. 

And drive his purpofe into thefe delights. 

Rof We fhall my Lord. Exeunt Rof.& <j 
King. Sweet Gertrard leave us two. 

For we have clolely fent for Hamlet hither. 

That he as ’twere by accident may here 
Affront Ophelia ; her father and my felfe, 

Wee’ll fo beftow our felves,that feeing unfeene 
We may of their encounter frankly judge. 

And gather by him as he is behav’d, 

If’tbe th’afflicfion of hislove or no 
That thus he fuffers for. 

Quee.l fhall obey you : 

And for my part Ophelia I doe wifh 
That your good beauties be the happy caufe 
Of Hamlets wildneffofo fhall I hope your vertues 
W illbring him to his wonted way againe. 

To both your honours . 

Ophel. Madam, Iwifliitmay. 

Pol.Ophelia walk you here : gracious fo pleafe you 
Wewill beftow ourfelves ; read on this Booke, 

That fhew of fuch an exercife may colour 
Jour lonelinefle : we are oft to blame in this, 

Tis too much prov’d, that with devotions vilage. 
And pious aCfion we doe fugar o’re 
The divell himfolfe. 

King. O ’tis too true : 

F? 
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How fin art a lafhthaclpeech doth'give my confefence 
The harlots cheeke beautied with pflaftring art. 

Is not more ugly to the thing that helpes it. 

Than is my deed to my moft painted word : 

O heavie burden ! Enter Hamlet. 

Pol. I heare him comming, withdraw my Lord. 

Ham. To be, or not to be, that is the queftion. 
Whether ’tis nobler in the mind to fiiffer 
The flings and arrowes ofoutragious fortune, 

Or to take armes againft a fea oftropbles, 

And by oppofing end them : To dye to fleepe 
No more ; and by a fleepe to fay we end 
The heart- ake, and thethoufandnaturallfhockes 
That flefh is heire to j ’tis a conlummation 
Devoutly to be wifht, to dye to fleepe. 

To fleep perchance to dreame, I there’s the rub. 

For in that lleep of death what dreames may come, 
When we have fhuffledoff this mortall coyle 
Muft give us paufe, there’s the refpeft 
That makes calamity o£fo long life : 

For who would beare the whips and fcornesoftime, 
Th’oppreflors wrong, the proud mans contumely, - 
The pangs of defpifed love, and the Lavves delay. 

The inlolence of office* and the Ipurnes 
That patient merit of th’unworthy takes, 

When as himfelfe might his Quietus make 
With a bare bodkin ■ who would fardels beare. 

To grunt and fiveat under a weary life ? 

But that the dread oflomething after death, 
Theundifcover d Countrey, from whofe borne 
No traveller retumes,puzzels the will 
And makes us rather beare thole ills we have. 

Than fiye to others that we know not of. 

Thus confidence does make cowards. 

And thus the native hiew of refolution 
Is fickked ore with the pale call of thought : 

And enterprifes ofgreat pitch and moment. 

With this regard their currents turne awry, 
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And lofethe name of aftion. Soft you now. 

The fa ire Ophelia, Nimph in thy Orizons ? 

Be all my fins remembred ? 

Ophel. Good my Lord, 

How does your honour for this many a day ? 

Ham. I humbly thanke you, well. 

Ophel My Lord I have remembrances of yours. 

That I have longed long to re-deliver, 

I pray you now receive them. 

V Ham No, not I, I never gave you ought. 

Ophel. My honour’d Lord, you know right well you did. 

And with them words of fo fweet breath compofed 
As made thefe things more rich : their perfume loft, 

Take t hefe againe : for to the noble minde 
Rich gifts waxe poore when givers prove unkind. 

There my Lord. 

Ham. Ha, ha, are you honeft ? 

Ophel. My Lord. 

Ham. Are you faire? 

Ophel. W hat meanes your Lordfhip ? ' 

ham. That if you bee honeft and faire , you fhould admit no > 
difeourfe to your beauty. 

Ophel. Could beauty my Lord have better commerce • 

Than with honeftie. 
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honefiie from what k is to a baud, than the force of honeftie can 
trar.flate beauty to his likenefie : this was fometime a Paradoxe, 
but now the time gives it proofe. I did love you once. 

Ophel. Indeed my Lord you made mebeleeve fo. 

Ham. You fhould not have beleev’d mee, for vertue cannot fo 
evacuate our old ftocke but wefhaUrelflflvofit :I loved yoirnoc. 

Ophel. i vvas the more deceived. - 

Ham. Get thee a Nunry,why wouldft thou be a breeder of fin- 
n £ r !: ? u ^^.^‘different honeft, but yet I could accufe me 
0 Uc " things,that it were better my mother had not born me: I 
? m y er y P rGu d, revengefull, ambitious, with more offences at my 
rf~ c ttlan I have thoughts to put them in, imagination to give the 
a pc, or time to aft themin yvhat fhould fuch fellowes as I doe 
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crawlingbetweene earth and heaven? we are arrant Knaves, be. 
leeve none of us, go thy waies to a Nunry. Where s your father ? 

Ophel. At home my Lord. 

Ham. Let the doores be (but upon him. 

That he may play the foole no where but in’s owne houfe : 
Farewell. 

Ophel . O belpe him you fweet heavens. 

Ham. If thou doft marry, lie give thee this plague for thy dovy. 
ry, be thou as chafte as Ice, as pure as (how, thou (halt not efcape 
calumny, get thee to a Nunry, farewell. Or if thou wilt needs mar- 
ry, marrie a foole, for wifemen know well enough what monfters 
you make of them : to a Nunry, goe, and quickly too, farewell. 

Ophel. Heavenly powers reftore him. 

Ham . I have heard of your paintings well enough : God hath gi- 
ven you one face, and you make your felves another, gig and am- 
ble, and you lift you nickname Gods creatures , and make your 
wantonnefle ignorance ; go too,Ile no more one, it hath made me 
mad : I lay we will have no moe marriages, thole that are married 
already all but one (hall live, the reft fhall keepe as they are : to a 
Nunrie goe. Exit . 

Ophel. O what a noble minde is here orethrowne ! 

The Courtiers,Souldiers,Scholars,eie, tongue, fword, 
Th’expe&ation andRofe of the faire ftate. 

The glafle of falhion, and the mould of forme, 

Th’obferv’d of all obfervers, quite, quite downe, 

And I of Ladies moft dejeCt and wretched, 

That fuckt the honey of his Muficke vowes ; 

Now lee what noble and moft (bveraigne reafon 
Like (weet bels jangled out of time, and harfh, 

That unmat cht forme and ftature of blowne youth 
Blafted with extafie. O woe is me 
T’ have feen what I have feen , fee what T fee ! Exit. 

Enter King and 'Tolonius. 

King. Love ! his affections doe not that way tend. 

For what he (pake, though it lackt forme a little, 

W as not like madnes, there’s (bmethingin his (btlle 
Ore which his melancholy fits on Brood, 

And I doe doubt the haten and thbdifclofe 
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Will be feme danger ; which for to prevent 

I have in quicke determination 

Thus fet downe : he (hall with (peed to E ngland, 

For the demand of our neglected tribute : 

Haply the Seas and Countries different. 

With variable objeCfs (ball expell 
This femething fetled matter in his heart, 

Whereon his braines ftill beating, 
i Puts him thus from faftuon ofhimlelfe. 

What thinke you on’c ? 

Pel. h (hill doe well: 

But yet I doe beleeve the origen and commencement ofic 
Sprung from negledf ed love : how now Ophelia ? 

You need not tell us what Lord Hamlet (aid, 

W e heard it all : my Lord doe as you pleafe. 

But if you hold it fit, after the Play 

Let his Queen-mother all alone entreat him 

To (hew his griefe ; let her be round wi th him. 

And lie be plac’d ( lb pleafe yon) in the eare 
Of all their conference : if fhe find him not. 

To England fend him, or confine him where 
Your wifdome beft fhall think. 

King. It (hall be (b, 

Madnefle in great ones muft not unmatcht goe. Exeunt. 

Enter Hamlet, and three of the Players. 

Ham. Speake the fpeech I pray you as I pronounc’d it to you, 
trippingiy on the tongue; but if you mouth it, as many of our 
Players do.Ihad as lievetheTowne-crierfpoke my lines:nordo 
not faw the aire too much with your hand,thus, but ufe all gently; 
or in the very torrent tempeft, and, as I may fay , whirle- wind of 
your paffion you muft acquire and beget a temperance that may 
give.it fmciGthnefte : O it offends meo tothe fouleto hearea ro- 
ultiousPerwig-pated fellow teare a paffion to totters , to very 
ags,to ip feet the eares of the ground-lings, who for the moft part 
1 2r of "° 1 thin g but inexplicable dumbe (hewes and noi fe: 

jt , Jl vc a feBw whipt for ore-doing Termagant, it ouc- 

sierods Herod, pray you avoid it. 

I warrant your honour. 

G 






Ham. 
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r Ham.'Be not too came neither, but let your own dilcretionbe 
your tutor; futetheaaiontothe word, the word to thea6Ho n , 
with this ipeciiHobfervance , that you ore-ftepnot the models 
of Nature : For any thingfo ore-done is from the purpofeofpw 
ing, whole end both at firft, and now, was and is, to hold as cvvcrc 
the Mir tour up to nature , to ftiew vertue her feature , Icorne her 
©r\ r.e image, and the very ageand body of the time his forme and 
preflure : novy,this over-cfone, or come tardy of, though it maker 
the unskilfull laugh , cannot but make the judicious grieve; the 
cenfure of which one muftin your allowance ore- weigh a whole 
Theater of others. O there be Players that I have feene play, and 
heard others praife,and that highly, not to fpeak it profanely, that 
neither having the accent of Chriftians, nor the gate of Chriflian, 
Pagan, nor man, have fo limited and bellowed, that I have thought 
lorne of Natures Journy-men had made men, and not madethem 
well, they imitated humanity lb abominably. 

Play. I hope we have reformed that indifferently with us. 

Ham O refornae it altogether : and let thofc that play your 
Clownes fpeake no more than is fet downe for them , for there be 
of them that will themfelves laugh, to fet on fome quantitieof 
barren Ipcdfators to laugh too, though in the meane time fome j 
neceflary queftionof thePlay bethen to be confidcred : that’s vil- 
lanous, and fhewes a mod pitifull ambition in the Foolethatu- 
. fes it rgoe, make you ready. How now my Lord? will the.King 
hearc this piece of worke ? 

Enter p olonius,<Juj lien ft erne ^and Ro feu cram. 

Pel. And the Queene too, and that prelently. 

Ham. Bid the Players make hafte.Willyou two help to haften 

Ref. I my Lord. Exeunt thofe two. fthem- 

Ham . What hoe, Horatio ? 

Hora. Herefweet Lord, at your fervice. 

Ham. Horatio, thou art een as juft a ma« 

As ere my conversion cop’t withall. 

Hora. O my deare Lord. 

Ham. Nay, doe not thinke I flatter. 

For what advancement may I hope from thee 

That no revenue haftbut thy good fpirits 

To feed and cloach thee ? why fhould the poor be flattered * 1 
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No let the candied tongue licke abiurd pompe, 

And crooke the pregnant hinges of the knee 
Where thrift may follow fawning : doett thou heare f 
Since my deare loule was Millris of her choice. 

And could of men diftiuguifh her ele&ion, 

Sh’atb feal’d thee for her fclfe: for thou haft bin 
As one in fuffering all that fufters nothing ; 

A man thatfortunes buffets and rewards 
Hallta’n with equall thanks rand bleft are thole 
Whofe blood and judgement are fo wellcomedled 
That they are not a pipe for fortunes finger. 

To found what flop me pleafe : give me that man 
That is not paflions flave, and 1 will weare him 
In my hearts core, I, in my heart of heart. 

As I doe thee. Something too much of this j 
There is a play to night before the King, 
OneSceneofit comes neere the circumftance 
Which I have told thee of my Fathers death ; 

I prethee when thou feeft that Adi on foot 
Even with the very comment of thy foule 
Obferve my uncle : ifhis occulted guilt 
Doe not it felfe unkennell in one fpcech. 

It is a damned Ghoft that we have feene. 

And my imaginations are as foule 
As Vulcans ftithy : give him heedfull note. 

For I mine eyes will rivet fo his face. 

And after we will both our judgements joincf 
In cenfure of his feeming. 

Hora. Well my Lord, 

Ifa fteale ought the whilft this Play is playing 
And Icape detedlion, I will pay the theft. 

Enter Trumpets and Kettle Drums, King, 
£fueen,P olonius , Ophelia. 
HamlThty are comming to the play,I muft be idle, 
vet you a place. 

King. How fares our Coufin Hamlet. 

Excellent ifaith, 

OttaeCameleons diCh,I eattheaire, 



Pro* 




Tl?e Tragedy «/ Hamlet 

Promife-cram’d, you cannot feed Capons fo. 

King. I have nothing with this anlvver Hamlet, 

Thefe words arc not mine. 

Ham. No, nor mine now my Lord- 
You plai’d once in the Univeriity you fay. 

Pol. That did I my Lord, and was accounteda good After. 

Ham. What did you enaft 

Tol. I did enaft Julius * was i’th Capitoll, 
Brutus kill’d me. 

Ham. It was a brute part of him to kill lo capitall a calfe there, 
Be the Players ready? r, . • . ■ ,;y 

Rof. I my Lord, they flay upon your patience. 

(Jer. Come hither my deare Hamlet , fit by me. 

Ham.No good mother, here’s metall more attraftive. 

' Pol. O ho, doe you markethat ? 

JJam. Lady, (ball I lye in your lap ? 

Ophel. No my Lord. 

Ham. Doe you thinke I meant Countrey matters ? 

Ophel. I thinke nothing' my Lord. 

Ham. That’s a faire thought to lye between maids legs. 

Opbel. What ismy Lord ? 

Ham. Nothing. 

Ophel.Yovt are merry rr.y Lord. 

Ham. Who I ? 

Ophel. I my Lord. 

Ham. O God ! your onely Jig- maker, what fhould a man doe 
but be merry: for laokeyou how cheerfully my mother Iookes, 
and my father died within’s two houres. 

Ophel. Nay,’tis twice two moneths my Lord. 

Ham. So long ! nay then let the dwell weate black, for lie have 
a fute of fables : O heavens / dye two months agoe, and not for- 
gotten yet I then there’s hope a great mans memory may out-live 
his life halfe a yeere ; but berLady a muft build Churches then,ot 
elfe (hall a fuffer not thinking on, with the Hobby-horle,whofe E* 
pitaph is, for O, for O, the Hobby-horfe is forgoc. 

The Trumpets found.',''' D umbefoewfollewes. 

Enter a King and a Queen , the Queene embracing him , and he 
her , he takes Her up, and declines hie head upon her neck*, he lj<* 

him 
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Uim dorene upon a bank? of flowers , foe feeing him afleepe leaves 

A* .anon come sin another man, takes of hte Cr owners foes tt, 

tures voifon in the fleepers eares , and leaves him : the Queen re- 
tarnes findes the K ing dead , makes pafiomte all ton, the fotfoner 
Zh foie three or four e comes in again, feem to condole with her, 
the dead body is carried away, the poif mer woes the Queene with 
rifts, foe feemes harfh awhtlefout in the end accepts love. 

* Ophel. W hat meanes this my Lord ? • 

Ham- Marry it is munching M a llico, it meanes milchiefe. 
Ophel. Belike this Ihew imports the argument of the Play. 
Bam. We fhall know by thisfellow, Enter Prologue. 
The Players cannot keepe, they’ll tell all. 

Ophel. Will a tell us what this fhew meant ? 

Ha. I, or any fhew that you will fhew him,be not you afhamd 
to fhew, hee’ll not fbame to tell you what it meanes. 

Ophel. You are naught, you are naught, He marke the Play. 
^Prologue. For us and for our Tragedy, 

Here (looping to your clemency, . 

We begge your hearing patiently. 

Ham. Is this a Prologue, or the pofie of a ring ? 

Ophel. ’Tis briefe my Lord. 

Ham • As womans love. 



Enter King and Queene • 

King. Full thirty times hath Phoebus Cart gone round 
N eptttr.es i. iltwafh, and Tellus orb’d the ground. 

And thirty dozen Moones with borrowed fheene 
About the world have twelve times thirty been. 

Since love our hearts ; and Hymen did our hands 
Unite commutuallinmoft facred bands. 

flue. So many journies may the Sun and Moone 
Make us againe count ore ere love be done : 

But woe is me, you are fo ficke of late, 

Sofarrefrom.cheere,and from your former ftate. 

That I diftruft you ; yet though I diftruft, 

Di (comfort you my Lord it nothing muft. 

For women feare too much, even as they love, 

Md womans feare and love hold quantity* 

Either none, in neither ought, or in extremity. 

G 3 Now 
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Now what my love is proofe hath made you know , s 

And as my love is ciz’d my teare is lb : 

Where love is great , the littlcft doubts are feare ; 

Where little fears grow great-great love grows there. 

AT*»jr.Faith I muft leave thee love, and Qiortly too* 

My operant powers their functions leave to doe. 

And thou fhalt live in this faire world behind. 

Honour'd , belov’d, and haply one as kind 
For husband fhalt thou. 

Quee. O confound the reft ! 

Such love muft needs be treafon in my breaft. 

In fecond husband let me be accurft. 

None wed the fecond but who kill'd the firft : Ham. That’s 

The inftances that fecond marriage move wormwood. 

Are bafe reipefts of thrift, but none of love : 

A fecond time I kill my husband dead 
W hen fecond husband kifles me in bed. 

King. I do beleeve you thinke what now you (peak. 

But what we doe determine oft we breake, 

Purpofe is but the flave to memory. 

Of violent birth, but poore validity; 

Which now the fruit unripe ftickes on the tree, , 

But fall unfhaken when they mellow be. 

Moft neceflary ’tis that we forget 

To pay our felves what to our felves is debt ; 

What to our felves in paftion wepropofe. 

The paftion ending doth the purpole Iofe ; 

The violence of either griefe or joy 

Their owne enaaures with thcmfelves deftroy ; 

Where joy moft revells griefe doth moft lament : 

Griefe joy, joy griefes, on flender accident. 

This world is not for aye, nor ’tis not ftrange, 

That even our loves fhould with our fortunes change: 

For ’tis a queftion left us yet to prove. 

Whether love lead fortune, or elfe fortune love. 

The great man downe, you marke his favourite flies. 

The poore advanc’d makes friends of enemies: 

And hitherto doth love on fortune tend, 
v TI For 
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for who not needs fball never lackea friend, 

And who in want a hollow friend doth try, 

Directly feafons him his enemy. 

But orderly to end where I begun. 

Our wills and fates doe lo contrary run, 

That our devices ftill are overthrowne : 

Our thoughts are ours, their ends none of our owne. 

So thinke thou wilt no fecond husband wed. 

But dye thy thoughts when thy firft Lord is dead. 

Oarc.Nor earth to me give food, nor heaven light. 

Sport and repofe locke from me day and night* 

Todefperationturne my truft and hope. 

And Anchors cheere in prifon be my feope, 

Each oppofite that blankes the face ofjoy. 

Meet what 1 would have well, and it deftroy ; 

Both here and hence purliie me lafting ftrife, Ham. Iffhe fhould 
If once I be a widow, ever I be a wife. break it now . 

King. ’Tis deeply iworne : fweet leave me here a while, 

Myfpirits grow dull, and faine I would beguile 
The tedious day with fleep. 

Quee Sleep rocke thy braine, 

And never come mifchancebetweene ns twaine. Exeunt . 

Ham. Madam, how like you this play ? 

Quee. The Lady doth proteft too much me thinkes. 

Ham. O but fhee’ll keepe her word. 

Af,» Have you heard the argument? is there no offence in’t? 
Ham. No, no, they doe but jeft, poifon in jeft, no offence i’th 
King. What doe you call the play? (world. 

Ham.Thc Moufe-trap ; marry how ? tropically .This play is the 
image of a murther done in Vienna , (jo*z,ago is the Dukes name, 
his wife Baptijla , you fhall fee ' anon, ’tis a knavifh piece of work, 
but what of that ? your Majeftie and we fhall have free (bules, it 
touches us not ; let the galled jade winch , our withers are un— 
wrung. This is one Lttciantu Nephew to the King. 

Enter Lucianm. 

Ophel. You are as good as a Chortu my Lord. 

Ham. t could interpret betweene you and your love 
x® ^ COlJ W fee the puppies dallying. 

Ophel, 
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Ofhel . Y ou are keene my Lord , you are keenfi. 

Ham. It would coft you a groaning to take oft' mine edge. 
Ofhel. Still better andworfe. 

Bam. So yon miftake your husbands. Begin murtherer, leave 
thy damnable faces and begin, come, the croking raven doth bel- 
low for revenge- 

Lac.Thoughrs black, hands apt, drugs fit, and time agreeing, 
Confiderate leafon, elle no creature feeing, 

Thou mixture ranke,of midnight weeds collected. 

With Hecats bane thrice blafted, thrice infected, - 
Thy naturall magicke, and dire property. 

On wholiome life ufurps immediately. 

Ham.h poifbns him i’th garden for his eftate,his name'sC/W*^. 
£«,the ftory is extant, and written in very choice Italianryou {hall 
fee anon how the murtherer gets the love of Gonzjagoes wife. 
Ophel. The King riles, 
j Quee. How fares my Lord ? 

Pel. Give ore the play. 

King. Give me fome light, away. 

Pol. Lights, lights, lights. Exeunt all bat Ham & Horatio. 
Ham. Why let the ftrucken Deere goeweep. 

The Hart ungalled play, -r 

For fome muft watch whileft feme muft lleep. 

Thus runs the world away. Would not this fir, and aforreftoffea- 
thers,ifthe reft of my fortunes turn Turk with me, with provincial 
Rofes on my raz’d fhooes,get me a fellowftiip in a city of plaiers ? 
Hora. Ha Ife a (hare. 

Ham. A whole one I. 

For thou doeft know O Damon deare 
This realms difmantled was 
Of Jove himfelfe, and now raignes here 
Avery very paiocke. 

Hora. You might haverim’d.- 

Ham. O good Herat io, lie take the Ghofts word for a thouland 
pound. Didft perceive? 

Hora. Very well my Lord. 

Ham. Upon the talke of the poifbning. ' 

Hora. I did very well note him. 

Ham. 
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Ham. Ah ha, come fome muficke, come the Recorders, 

For if the King likes not the Comedy, 
yyhy then belike he likes it not perdie. 

Come, fome muficke. 

Enter Rofencratu and y tty Idenjt erne. 

Gttyl. Good my Lord vouchfafe me a word with you. 

Ham • Sir a whole Hiftorie. 

Gttyl. The King fir. 

Ham - 1 fir, what of him ? 

Guyl. Is in his retirement marvellous diftempered. 

Ham. With drinke fir? 

Guy l. No my Lord, with choler. 

Ham. Your wifedome fhould flhew it felfe more richer to fig- 
nifie this to the DoCtor ; for for mee to put him to his purgation, 
would perhaps plunge him into more choler. 

Gttyl. Good my Lord put your difeourfe into fome frame, 

And flare not fo wildly upon my affaire. 

Ham. I am tame fir, pronounce. 

Gttyl. The Queene your mother in moft great affliction of Ipi- 
rit,hath fent me to you. 

Ham. You are welcome- 

Cjuy. Nay good my Lord, this courtefie is not of the right breed, 
if it (hall pleafe you to make mee a wholfome anfwer , I will doe 
your mothers commandement , if not, your pardon andmyre- 
turnelhallbe the end of thebufineffe. 

Ham. Sir I cannot. 

R of. What my Lord ? 

Ha. Make you a wholfome anfwer,my wit’s difoas’d,but fir, fuch 
anfwer as I can make you {hall command, or rather as you fay, my 
mother ; therefore no more, but to the matter, my mother you (ay. 

Rof, Then thus (he faies, your behaviour hath ftrooke her into 
amazement and admiration. 

Ham. O wonderfull fonne that can fo aftonifh a mother ! but is 
1 ip'rci? at t ^ e heels of this mothers admiration ? impart. 

®/.She defires to fpeak with you in her clofet ere you go to bed. 
Mam. We (hall obey, were fhe ten times our mother ; have vou 
any further trade with us? * 

Rof. My Lord you once did love me. 

H Ham . 
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Ham. And doe dill by thefe pickers and dealers. 

Rof. Good my Lord what is your caufeof diflemper? you doe 
furely barre the doore upon your owne liberty , if you deny y 0llr 
griefes to your friend. 

Ham. Sir Macke advancement. 

7 \of. H-ow can thac be.when you have the voice of the King him. 
felfe for your fucceflion in Denmark? ? 

Enter the Players with Recorders . 

Ham . I fir, but while the grade growes ; the proverbe is fom e . 
thing mufty :oh the Recorders, let me lee one, to withdraw with 
you ; why doe you gee about to recover the wind of me , as if you 
would drive me into a toile ? 

Cti. O my Lord, if my duty be too bold,my love is too unmanerly 
Ha. I do not well underdand that : will you play upon this pipe? 
Gttyl. My Lord I cannot. 

Ham. T pray you. x 

(jttyl. Beleeve me T cannot. 

Ham. I befeech you. 

Guyl. I know no touch ofit my Lord. 

Ham.lt is as eafie as lying ; govern thefe ventages with your fin- 
gersand the thumbe, give it breath with your mouth, and it will 
aifeourfe mod: eloquent mufick : look you, thefe are the dops. 

guyl. But thefe cannot I command to any utterance of harmo- 
ny, I have not the skill. 

Ham. Why look you now how unworthy a thing you make of 
me, you would play upon me, you would feeme to know my flops, 
you would plucke out the heart of my myderie, you would found 
mee from my lowed note to my compade, and there is much mu- 
ficke, excellent voice in this little organ , yet cannot you makeil 
fpeake,s’bIoud do you think I am eafier to beplaid on than a pipe? 
Call me what indrument you will , though you fret me not, yon 
cannot play upon me. Godblefleyoufir. 

Enter Polonists. 

T ol. My Lord the Queen would fpeak with you, and prefently. 
Ha Do you fee yonder cloud that’s almod in fhape of a camel? 
Pol. By’th made and ’tis like a Camell indeed. 

Ham. Me thinkes it is like a WezelL 
Pel. It is blacke like a Wezell. 

Ham, 
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jjm- Or like a Whale. 

Ptf/.Very like a Whale. 

Ham. Then I will come to my mother by and by ; 

T hey foole me to the top of my bent. Iwill come by and by. 

Leave me friends. 

iwill, fayfo. By andby iseafilyfaid. 

’Tis now the very witching time of night, 

When Church-yards yawne,and hell it felfe breathes out 
Contagion to the world : now could I drinke hot blood. 

And doe fuch bufinede as the bitter day 

Would quake to looke on : foft, now to my mother, 

0 heart lofe not thy nature ! let not ever 
The foule of Nero enter this firme bolbmc ! 

Lee me be cruell, not unnaturall. 

1 will fpeake daggers to her, but ufe none. 

My tongue and foule in this be hypocrites ; 

How in my words foever fhe be fhent, 

• To give them feales never my foule confent. 

Enter Ktng,Ro fen era m^mdG uy Idenfierue. 

King. I like him not, nor ftands it fafe with us 
To let hismadnefle range ; therefore prepare you, 

Iyour Commiffion will forthwith dilpatch. 

And he to England dial! along with you. 

The tearmes of our eftate may not endure 
Hazzard fo neare us as doth hourely grow 
Outofhisbrowes. 

Guyl. We will our felves provide ; 

Moft holy and religions feareitis 
Tokeepe thofe many many bodies fafe 
That live and feed upon your Majefty. 

Rof. The fingle and peculiar life is bound 
With all the ftrength and armour ofthe mind 
To keepe it felfe from noyance, but much more 
That fpirit, upon whole weale depends and reds 
The lives of many :the cede ofMajedy 
L*yes not alone, but like a gulfe doth draw 
What sneareit with it : orit is a madie wheele, 

IXC on the fbmnet of the higheft mount, 

H 2 To 
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To whofe huge {pokes ten thoufand letter things 
Are morteitt and adjoin’d, which when it falls, 

Each irrull annexment , pettie confequence 
Attends the boiftrous raine, never alone 
Did the King (igh , but a general! grone- 
King- Arme you I pray you to this fpeedy voiage, 
For we will fetters put about this feare 
W hich now goes too free footed. 

Rof. We will make ha fte. Exeunt Gent . 

Enter Polonitts. 

Pol. My Lord hee’s going to his mothers clofet, 
Behind the Arras He convay my felfe 
To heare the proceflfe,IIe warnt fhee’l tax him home; 
And as you laid, and wifely was it (aid, 

Tis meet that feme more audience than a mother. 
Since nature makes them partiall, fhould ore-heare 
The (peech of vantage ; fare you well my Liege, 

He call upon you ere you goe to bed. 

And tell yon what I heare. Exit. 

King. Thankes dearemy Lord. 

0 my offence is ranke, it fmels to heaven. 

It hath the primall eldeft curfe upon’t 5 
A brothers murder : pray can I not, 

Though inclination be as fharpe as will. 

My ftronger guilt defeats my ftrongintent ; 

And like a man to double bufinefle bound, 

1 (land in paufe where I fhaJi firft begin, 

And both negleft : what if this curfed hand 
Were thickerthan it felfe with brothers blood ? 

Is there not raine enough in the fweet heavens 
To wafli it white as fnow ? whereto ferveS mercy, 

But to confront the viiage of offence ? r 

And what’s in prayer, but this twofold force. 

To be foreftalled ere we come to fall, 

Or pardon being downe ? then lie lookeup : 

My fault is paft : but oh 1 what forme of prayer 
Canferve my turne ? forgive me my foule murther ? 
That cannot be,fince I am Hill poffeft 



Of 
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Of thofe affefts for which I did the murther, 
M V Crowne,mineowne ambition, and my Queene : 
I^lay one be pardoned and retaine th’offence ? 

■ j n t he corrupted currents of this world 

Offences guided hand may fhew by juftice, 

And oft ’tisfeene the wicked prize it felfe 
Buyes out the Law ; but ’tis not fo above. 

There is no fhuffling, there the aftion lyes 
In his true nature, and we our felves compeld 
Even to the teeth and forehead of our faults 
To give in evidence: what then ? what reds ? 

Try what repentance can ; what can it not ? 

Yet what can it whenone cannot repent ? 

0 wretched Bate 1 O bolbme blacke as death 

0 limed foule ! that ftruggling tobe free. 

Art more ingaged ! helpe Angels, make aflay, 

[ , Bow ftubborh knees, and hearts with firings of fleele 

Be foft as finnewes of the new -borne babe. 

All may be well. Enter Hamlet. 

Ham . Now might I do it, but now a is praying, 

And now lie do’t, aud fo a goes to heaven, 

And foam I reveng’d ? that would be fcann’d J 
A villaine kills my father, and for that 

1 his foie fonne doe this fame villaine fend 

To heaven: • , 

Why this isbafe and filly, — — . not revenge : 

A tooke my father groflely, full of bread. 

With all his crimes broad blowne, as flufh as May, 
And how his audit Hands who knowes fave heaven ? 
But in our circumftance and courfe of thought , 

Tis heavie with him ;^ndam Ithen. reveng’d 
To take him in the purging of his foule. 

When he is fit and feafoned for his paflage ? 

Up (word, and know thou a more horrid hent, 
henheisdrunke,afleep, or in his rage, 

V r in minceftuous pleafureofhis bed, 

.At game, a fwearing, or about fome aft 
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That has no rellifh of falvation in’t, 

Then trip him that his heele may kicke at heaven. 

And that his loule may be as damn’d and blacke 
As hell whereto it goes : my mother ftayes. 

This Phyfickebut prolongs thy fickly dayes. Exit, 

King. My words flye up, my thoughts remaine below, 

\V ords without thoughts never to heaven goe. Exit, 

Enter Gertrard and P olonim. 

Pol. A will come ftrait, looke you lay home to him, 

Tell him his prankes have bin too broad to beare with. 

And that your grace hath fcreen’d and flood betweene 
Much heat and him. lie filence me even here. 

Pray you be round. Enter Hamlet, 

Ger. lie warrant you, feare me not. 

Withdraw, Ihearehimcomming. 

Ham. Now mother what’s the matter? 

Ger. Hamlet thou haft thy father much offended. 

Ham. Mother you have my father much offended. 

Ger. Come, come, you anfwer with an idle tongue. 

Ham ■ Goe, goe, you queftion with a wicked tongue. 

Ger. Why how now Hamlet ? 

Ham. What’s the matter now 
<7 *r. Have you forgot me ? 

Ham. No by the Rood not lb. 

You are the Queene, your husbands brothers wife, 

And would it were not fb, you are my mother. 

<7<?r. Nay then lie let thole to you that can Ipeake. 

Ham . Come, come, and fit you downe, you lhall not budge, 
You goe not till Ilet you up aglalfe 
Where you may fee the molt part of you. 

G er. What wilt thou doe ? thou wilt not murder me ? 
Helpeho. 

Pol. W hat hoe helpe. 

Ham. How now, a Rat, dead for a Dncket, dead. 

Pel. O I am flaine. 

CJer. Ome, what haft thou done ? 

Ham. Nay I know not, is it the King ? 

Ger. O what a rafh and bloody deed is this ! 

Ham. 
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Ham Abloudy deed, almoft as bad good mother 
A-lullaKing^and marry with his brother. 

C>r.AsWlaKing? 

Ham. I Lady, it was my word. 

Thou wretched, rafh - intruding foole farewell, 

] tooke thee for thy better, take thy fortune., 

Thoa findeft tobe too bufieis lome danger. 

Leave wringing of your hands, peace, fit you downe, 
j\nd let me wring your hearr, for lo I lhall 
jfit be made of penetrable ftuffe. 

If damned cuftome have not braz’d it lo, 

That it be proofe and bulwarke againft fenfe. 

ger. What have 1 done, that thou dareft wagge thy tongue 
In noife iorude againft me > 

Ham. Such an a& 

That blurres the grace and blulh of modefty. 

Calls vertue hypocrite, takes off the Rofe 
From the faire forehead of an innocent love. 

And fets a blifter there, makes marriage vowes 
As falfe as Dicers oathes : Oh fuch a deed 
As from the body of contraction pluckes 
The very loule , and fweet Religion makes 
A rapfodie of words, heavens face does glow 
Ore this lolidity and compound mafle 
Withheated vifage, as againft thedoome. 

Is thought-ficke at the a& . 

Qttee. Ay me, what aft ? 

Kr.That roares fo loud,and thunders in the Index : 

Looke here upon this picture , and on this. 

The counterfeit prefentment of two brothers ; , 

See what a grace was feated on his brow, 

Hiper ions cur Ies , the front of Jove himfelfe. 

An eye like Mars, to threaten and command, 

A Ration like the Herald M.cycuvy 
New lighted on a heave, a killing hill, 

A combination and forme indeed 
Where every god did feeme to fethisfeale, 

10 give the world affurance of a man. 

This 
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This was your husband : look you now what followsj 
Here is your husband, like a mildew’d eare. 

Blading his whollome brother : have you eyes ? 
Could you on this faire mountain leave to feed, 

And batten on this moore • ha ! have you eyes ? 

Yon cannot call it love, for at your age 
The heyday in the blood is tame, it’s humble, 

And waits upon the judgement ; and what judgment 
Would ftep from this to this ? fenfe lure you have, 
EHe could you not have motion ,butfure that fenfe 
Is apoplext, for madneffe would not erre. 

Nor fenfe to extafie was ne’er fo thrall’d. 

But it referv’d feme quantity of choice 
To ferve in fuch a difference : What divell was’t 
That thus hath couzen’d you at hodman-blind ? 

Eies without feeling, feeling without fight, 

Eares without hands, or eyes, fmelling fans all. 

Or but a fickly part of one true fenfe 

Could not fb mope. Oh fhame '.'where is thy blufli ? 

Rebellious hell. 

If thou cand mutine in a Matrons bones 
To flaming youth, let vertue be as waxe 
And melt in herowne fire, proclaimeno fhame 
When the compulfive ardure gives the charge, 

Since froft it felfe as actively doth burne, 

And reafbn pardons will. 

Qer. O fpeake no more, 

Thou turn’d my very eyes into my loule. 

And there I fee fuch olacke and grieved fpots 
As will leave there their tin<&. 

Ham. Nay but to live 
in the ranke iweat of an inceduousbed. 

Stew’d incorruption, honying and making love 
Over the nady dye. 

Ger. O fpeake to me no more, 

Thefe words like daggers enter in mine eares, 

No more fweet Hamlet, 

Ham. A murtherer and a villaine. 
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A (lave that is not twentieth part the kyth.r! 

Of vour precedent Lord, a’vice of Kings, 

» Cut-purfe of the Empire and the rule. 

That from a fhelfe the precious diadem dole. 

And pur < c i n his pocket. Enter Gheft* 

Bam. A King of fhreds and patches. 

Save me and hover ore me with your wings 

You heavenly guards : what would your gracious figure ? 

Ger. Alafl’e hee’s mad. 

Ham. Doe you not come your tardie lonne to chide. 

That lap’d in time, and paffion lets gbe by 
Th’importanta&ing.of your dread command? Olay* “ 
Ghofi. Doe not forget : this vifitation 
Is but to whet thy almod blunted purpofe. 

But looke.amazement on thy mother fits ; 

0 ftep betweene her and her fighing loule! : > ; 

Conceit in weaked bodies ftrongeft workes* 

Speake to her Hamlet. 1 : 

Ham. How is it with you Lady ? 

Ger. Alaflehowis’t with you, 

That you doe bend your eye onvacande. 

And with th’incorporall aire do hold difcOurfe? 

Forth at your eyes your fpirits wildly peepe. 

And as the deeping Souldiers in th’alarme. 

Your beaded haire like life in excrements 
Starts up and dands an end : O gentle fbnne ! 

Upon the heat and dame of fthy didemper 
Sprinkle coole patience : whereon doe you looke ? 

Ham. On him, on him,look you how pale he gleres. 

His forme and caufe conjoin’d, preaching to done® 

Would make them capable ; doe not look upon me. 

Left with this piteous a&iou you convert 

M-y fterne effefts ; then what I have to doe 

Will want true colour, teares perchance for blood. 

Ger. To whom.doe you lpeake this ? ; 

Ham. Doe you fee nothing there ? 

Qer. Nothing at all, yet all that is there I fee; 

Ham. Nor did you nothing heare ? 

/ ger* 
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Ger • No nothing but our felves. 

Ham. Why lookc you there, looke how it fteales away, 

My father in his habit as he liv’d , 

Looke where he goes, even now out at the portall. Exit ghofi, 
Ger. This is the very coynage of your braine. 

This bodilefle creation extafie is very cunning in. 

HamMy pulfe as yours doth temperately keep time, 

And makes as healthful! mufick : it is not madnefle 
That I have uttred, bring me to theteft, 

Andlthematter will re-word, which madnefle 
Would gambole from. Mother, for love of grace 
Lay not this flattering tm<Slion to your foule. 

That not your trefpafle but my madnefle fpeakes; 

It will but skin and filme the ulcerous place. 

Whiles ranke corruption mining all within 
Infedts unfeene : confefle yourfelfero heaven. 

Repent what's paft, avoid what isto come. 

And doe not (pread the compoft on the weeds 
To make them ranker : forgive me this my vertue, 
Forinthefatnefleof thefepurfie times 
Vertue it felfe ofvice muft pardonbegge, 

Y ea courb and wooe for leave to doe him good. 

Ger. O Hamlet, thou haft cleft my heart in twaine. 

Ham. O throw away the worfer pare of it. 

And leave the purer with the other halfe. 

Goodnight, but goe not to my uncles bed, 

Afliime a vertue if you have it nor. 

That monfter cuftome,who all fenfe doth eat. 

Of habits divell, is Angel yet in this. 

That to the ufeef adlionsfaireand good ^ ' 

Helikewife givesafrockeorLiveryr-lcrir' j . :K 

That aptly is put on: refrain to night, ; ;>rj 
And that fhall lend a kindeof eafineflfe 
To the next abftinence, the next more ealie } 

For ufealmoft can change the ftampe of nature. 

And mafter the Divell, or throw him out 
W ith wondrous potency : Once more goodjnight, 

And when you are defirous to be bleft 
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Tleblelflngbeg of you :for this fame Lord 
I doe repent, but heaven hath pleas d it to, 
fo punifh me with this, and this with me. 

That I muft be their fcourge and minifler : 

I will beftow him, and will anfwer well 
The death I gave him ; fo againe good night. 

I muft be cruell onely to be kinde. 

Thus bad begins, ana worle remainesbehind- 
One word more good Lady. , 

Ger. What fhall I doe? . 

Ham. ^Not this by no meanes that Ibid you doe. 
Let theblowt King tempt you to bed againe, 
pinch wanton on your cheeke,call you his Moufe, 
And let him for a paire of reechy kifles, 

Or padling in your necke with nis damn’d fingers, 
Make you to ravell all this matter out. 

That I eflentiaily am not in madnefle. 

But mad in craft ; ’twere good you let him know, 

For who that’s but Queen, faire , fober, wile. 

Would from a paddocke, from a Bat, a Gib, 

Such deare concernings hide ? who would doe fb ? 
No, in defpight of fenfe and fecrecie 
Unpeg the basket on the houfes top. 

Let thebirds flye, and like the famous Ape, 

To try conclufionsin the basket creepe, 

And breake your owne necke downe. 

Ger. Be thou affur’d if words be made of breath, 
And breath of life, I have no life to breathe 
What thou haft laid to me. » ' 

Ham. l muft to England, you know that. 

, S er ' Akcke I had forgot, 

Tis lb concluded on. 

.^•There’s letters feal’d^& my twofehool-fellowsi 
y hom I will truft as I will adders fang’d, 
ney beare the mandate, they muft fweep my wav, 
nd marfhall me to knavery ; let it worke, 
p-a tXS • L e , f P 0rt > to have the Enginer 
«oiit with his owne pecar,an’t fhall goe hard 
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But I will delveone yard below their Mines, 

And blow them at the Moone : O ? tis moft fweet 
When in one line two crafts dire&ly meet. 

This man /ball fet me packing, 

lie lugge the guts into the neighbour roome. 

Mother good night indeed , this Counleller 
Is now moft ftill, moft fecret, and moft grave. 

Who was in’s life a moft foolifh prating knave. 

Come fir, to draw toward an end with you. 

Good night mother. Exit. 

Enter King and Queen, with Refencram 
and. Guyldenfierne. 

King. There’s matter in thefe fighes, thefe profound heaves,. 
You muft tranflate,’tis fit wennderftand them: 

W here i s your fonne ? 

Gert. Beftowthis placeen us a little while. 

Ah mine owne Lord, what have Ifeene tonight 
King. W ha vGertrardy how does Hamlet ? 

GVr.Mad as the lea and wind when both contend 
W hich is the mightier in his lawlefte fit , 

Behind the Arras hearingfomethrng ftir. 

Whips out his Rapier, cryesaRat ; a : Rat, 

And in this brainilh apprehenfion kills 
Theunfeene good old man. 

King. O heavie deed! 

Ithadbeenlbwithushadwebeenthere, ' 

His liberty is full of threats to all. 

To you your lelfe, to us, to every one. 

Alas, how fhall this bloody deed be anfwered ? 

It will be laid to us, whole providence 
Should have kept lhort,reftrain*d, and out of haunt 
This mad young man : but lo much was our love 
We would not underftand what was moft fit. 

But like the owner ofafouledifeafc. 

To keep it from divulging, let it feed 



Among 



X.VCU uu me pitn or Me ♦ where is he gone ? 

_ Ger *- Todraw apart the body he hath kill’d. 
Ore wliomhis very madnefle, likdome Ore 



^prince o/Denmarke. 

, ffl0n <ra minerall of metall bale, 

Shewes iffclfe pure, a weeps for what is done. 

King- Gertrard come away. 

The Sunne no looner ftiall the mountaines touch 

But we will Ihip him hence, and this vile deed 

VVe muft with all our Majeftie and skill Enter Rof.& G uyld. 

Both countenance and excufe. Ho Guyldenfierne, 

Friends both,goe joine with you fome farther aide, 

Hamlet in madnefle hath Polonius Claine, 

And from his mothers clofet hath he drag’d him ; 

(Soe feeke him out, Ipeake faire, and bring the body 
Into the Chappell ; I pray you haft in this : 

Come Gertrard, wee’ll call up our wifeft friends. 

And let them know both what we meane to doe. 

And what’s untimely done, 

Whofe whifper ore the worlds Diameter, 

As levell as the Cannon to his blanke 
Tranfports his poyfoned fhot, may mifle our name. 

And hit the woundlefle aire : O come away. 

My fouleisfullofdilcordand difmay. Exeunt » 

Enter Hamlet, Rofencr am, and others. 

Ha. Safely flow’d : but loftly, what noife ? who calls on Hamlet ? 
0 here they come. 

Rof. W hat have you done my Lord with the dead body ?. 

Ham. Compounded it with duft , whereto it is kin. 

&>/.Tell us where ’tis, that we may takeitthence, 

Andbeareit to the Chappell; 

Ham. Doe not beleeveit* 

Ref. Beleeve what ? 

That I can keepe your connfell and not mine owne ;be- 
lides , to bee demanded of a fpunge , what replication fhould bee 
made by the fonne of a King ? 

Ref. Take you me for a fpunge my Lord ? 

•Hid. I fir, that fokes up the Kings countenance, his rewards, his 
authorities : but fuch Officers doe the King beft ferviceincheend, 
mJur ^ J k e an a PPl e inthe corner of his jaw, firft mouth’d 

r ue laft fwallowed ; when he needs what you have gleaned, it is 
c “P^efing you, and fpunge you Jthall be dry againe. 

J 2 Kofi 
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Rof. I underftand you not my Lord. 

Ham. I am glad of it : a knavilh fpeech fleeps in a foolifli eare.1 
Rof. My Lord you muft tell us where the body is, and goe with 
US to the King. 

Ham ■ The body is with the King, but the King is not]with the 
body : the King is a thing. 
fjujl, A thing my Lord ? 

Ham. Of nothing, bring me to him. Exeunt. 

Enter King and two or three. 

King. I have fent to feek him,and to find the body; 

How dangerous is it that this man goes loofc ? 

Yet muft we not put the firong law on him, 

Hee’s lov’d of the diftra&ed multitude, 

Who like not in their judgement, but their eyes. 

And where 'tis ib, th’offenders fcourge is waigh'd. 

But never the offence : to beare all fmooth and even. 

This fudden fending him away muft feeme 
Deliberate paufe ; difeafes deaerate growne 
By defperate appliance are reliev’d, 

Ornotatall. 

Enter Rofencratu, and all the ref. 

KingMoyt now ? what hath befallen ? 

RoJ, W here the dead body is bellow’d my Lord 
W e cannot get from him. 

King. But where is he ? 

Rof. W ithout my Lord, guarded to know your plealure,’ 
King. Bring him before us. 

Rof. Ho, bring in the Lord. Thej enter. 

King. Now Hamlet , where’s Polonitu ? 

Ham. At topper. 

King. At fupper ? where ? 

Ha. Not where he eats, but where he is eaten, a certain convo 
cation of politick worms are een at him : your worme is your only 
Emperour for diet. We fat all creatures elfe to fat us, and wee fat 
our felves for maggots ; your fat King and your lean beggar is but 
variable fervice.two difhes but to one table, that’s the end. 
King. Alas, alas ! 

Ham. A man may fifh with the worme that hath eat of a King, 

eat 
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*,t of the fifh that hath fed ofthat worme. 

\ . what doeft thou meane by this? 

Bam. Nothing but to Ihew you how a King may goe a pro- 
crelTe through the guts ofa beggar. 

8 v:„*. Where is Polonitu ? 

jjJw.ln heaven , fend thither to lee, if your meflenger find him 
not there, feeke him i’th other place your felfe : but indeed if you 
find him not within this moneth,you (ball nofe him as you go up 
the llaires into the Lobby. 

ging. Goe feeke him there. 

flam. A will flay tiUyoueome. 

Xing. Hamlet this deed for thine efpeciallfafcty, 

Which we doe tender, aS we dearly grieve 

For that which thou haft done, muft fend thee hence : 

Therefore prepare thy felfe. 

The Barke is ready, and the winde at helpe, 

Th’affociates tend, and every thing is bent 
For England. 

Ham. For England ? 

King . I Hamlet. 

Ham. Good. 

King. So is it if thou knew’ft our purpofes. 

Ham. I fee a Cherub that fees them : but come, for England t 
Farewell deare mother. 

King. Thy loving father Hamlet. 

Ham. My mother, father and mother is man and wife, 

Man and wife is one flefh,and lb my mother. 

Come, for England. Exit. 

King. Follow him at foot, 

Tempt him with Ipeed aboard. 

Delay it not, He have him hence to night : 

Away, for every thing is feal’d and done 

That elfe leanes on the affaire ; pray you make hafte : 

And E n gland> if my love thou holdft at ought. 

As my great power thereof may give thee fenfe. 

Since yet thy cicatrice lookes raw and red 
After the Danilb fword, and thy free awe 
' Paics homage to us, thou maift not coldly fee 

Out 
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Our Soveraigne procefle, which imports at full ..... 

By letters congruing to that effect 

The prefent death ot Hamlet , doe it England* 

For like the He&icke in my blood he rages. 

And thou muft curetne : till I know ’tis done. 

How ere my haps, my joyes will nere begin. j Exit. 

Enter Fortinbrajfe with hie Army over the Stage. 

Fortin. Goe Captaine,from me greet the Danifh King, 

Tell him that by his licence Fortinbrajfe 
Craves the conveyance of a promis’d march 
Over his kingdome; you know the rendezvous* 

If that his Majeftie would ought with us 
W e fhail exprefle our duty in his eye. 

And let him know lb. 

C a P- 1 will doe’t my Lord; 

Fortin. Goe lbftly on. 

Enter Hamlet, Rofencrxfts,<&c. 

Ham. Good fir whole powers are thefe ? 

Cap. They are of Norway fir. 

Ham. How propos’d fir I pray you ? 

Cap. Againft fome part of Poland. 

Ham. Who commands them fir ? 

Cap. The Nephew of old Norway, Fortinbrajfe. 

Ham. Goes it againft the maine of To land br. 

Or for lome frontier ? 

Cap . Truely to Ipeake, and with no addition, , 

W e goe to gaine a little patch of ground 
That hath in it no profit but the name. 

To pay five duckets, five I would not farme it. 

Nor will it yeeld to Norway or the Pole 
A ranker rate, fhould it be fold infee. 

Ham. W hy then the Pollackjievct will defend it. 

Cap. Nay ’tis already garrilond. 

Ham. Two thoufand loules and 20000. duckets 
W ill not debate thequeftionofthis ftraw ; 

This is th’impoftume of much wealth and peace. 

That inward breakes and'fhewes no caufe without 
Why the man dyes. I humbly thanke you fir. 

Of 
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Cap. God buy your fir. 

Rof. Wift picnic you goe my Lord ? 

Jiatm He be with you ftraight, goe a little before. 
How all occafions doe informe againft me, 
Andfpurmy dull revenge ? What is a man. 

If his chide good and market of his time 
Be but to fleepe and feed ? a beaft, no more. 

Sure he that made us with fuch large difcourle, 
looking before and after, gave us not 
That capability and God-like realbn 
To fell in us unus’d: now whether it be 
Beftiall oblivion, or feme craven fcruple 
Of thinking too precilely on th’ event, 

A thought which quarterd hath but one part wifdom. 
And ever three parts coward : I doe not know 
- Why yet I live to fay this thing’s to doe, 

Sith I nave caufe,and wilfand ftrength, and meanc* 
To doe’t : examples grofle as earth exhort me , 

W itnefle this army of fech mafic and charge, 

Led by a delicate and tender Prince, 

Whole Ipirit with divine ambition pufi: 

* Makes mouthes at the invifible event, 

Expofing what is mortal! and unlure 
To all that fortune, death, and danger dare. 

Even for an egge-fhell. Rightly to be great 
Is not to ftir without great argument. 

But greatly to findequarrellin a ftraw. 

When honour’s at the flake. How ftand I then. 

That have a father kill’d, a mother ftain’d. 
Excitements of my reafon and my blood. 

And let all deep, while to my lhame Ilee 
The imminent death of twenty thoufand men* 

That for a fantafie and tricke of fame 
Coe to their graves like beds , fight for a plot 
^ r ®°. n the numbers cannot try the caufe, 
t ui’j ls . not tom be enough and continent 
0 jdetheflaine? Ofrom this time forth, 
y thoughts be bloody, or be nothing worth. Exit, 

K 
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Enter Horatio, Gertrard, and a Gentleman. 

Quee. I will not ipeake with her. 

<?*#?. She is importunate. 

Indeed diftraft, her mood will needs be pittied. 

Quee. W hat would Hie have ? 

Cjent. She Ipeakes much of her father , fayes fhe heares 
There’s triokesi’th world, and hems, and beats her heart* 
Spumes envioutly at rtravves, Ipeakes things in doubt 
That carry but halfe lenle, her ipeech is nothing. 

Yet the unlbaped ufeofit doth move 
The hearers to colle&ion, they yawne at it, 

And botch the words up fit to their owne thoughts, 

W hk h as winkes,and nods, and geftures yeeld them. 

Indeed would make one thinke there might be thought, 
Though nothing fure, yet much unhappily. 

Hora .' Twere good fhe were fpoken with, for (be may Grew 
Dangerous conjectures in ill-breeding minds, 
let her come in. Enter Ophelia. 

Quee. « To my ficke fbule, as fins true nature is, 

“ Each toy feemes prologue to lome great amifle; 
tc So full of arcleflejealoufieis guilt, 

« c It fpills it felfe in fearing to be fpilt. 

Ophel. Where is the beauteous majefty of Denmark? ? 
Quee. How now Ophelia ? She fine. t. 

Ophel. How fhould I your true love know from another one? 
By hxs cockle hat and ftafte,and by his fendall fboone. 

Quee. Alas fweet Lady , what imports this fong ? 

Ophel. Say vou, nay pray you marke. 

He is dead and gone Lady, he is dead and gone. Son?. 

At his head a grafle-greene turfe, at his heeles a (tone. 

Oho. 

Quee. Nay but Ophelia. 

Oph.Vny you mark. White his fhrowd as the mountain (how. 

Enter King. 

Quee. Alas, looke here my Lord. 

Larcled aI1 with fweet flowers. Song. 

Which be weept totheground did not goe, 

With true love fhowers. 

Xi»i> 



prince o/Demmrke, 

gin?. How doe you pretty Lady. 

Ophel. Well , good dild you , they lay the Owlewas a Baker* 
Jauiter : Lord , we know what wee are, but know not what wee 
fflJ ybe. (Sod be at your table. 

Kin*- Conceit upon her father. 

Ophel- Pray let’s have no words of this, but when they ask you 
whatit meanes,fay you this. 

To morrow is S.V tlenttnes day, S eng. 

Allin the morning betime, 

And I a maid at your window 
To be your Valentine. 

Then up he rofe,and dond his clothes, and dupt the chamber door. 
Let in the maid, that out a maide, never departed more. 
King.Vte.tty Ophelia. 

Ophel. Indeed, without an oath, lie make an end on'e. 

By gis and by Saint Charity, 
alacke and fie for fliame, 

Young men will doe’t if they come to’c, 
by cocke they are to blame. 

Quoth fhe, before you tumbled me you promis’d me to wed, 

(He anfwers.^ So fhould I a done, by yonder fun 

And thou hadft not cometo my bed. 

King. How long hath fhe been thus ? 

Oph. I hope all will be well, we muft be patient : but I cannot 
chufe but weep to think they would lay him i’th cold ground ; my 
brother fhall know of it, & fo I thank you for your good counfell. 
Come my coach, good night Ladies, good night. 

Sweet Ladies good night, good night. 

King . follow her ciofe, give her good watch I pray yon. 

0 this is thepoyfbnof deep griefe, it fprings all from her father* 
O' ath : and now behold O Gertrard, Gertrard, 
n hen fbrrowes come they come not fingle fines. 

But in battalians : firft,her father flaine. 

Next, your fonnegone,and he mod violent author 
t his owne juft remove ; the people muddied, 
icheand unwholfbmein thoughrs and whilpers 
or good Polsnitu death, & we have done but greenly 
nu gger mugger to interre him ; poore Ophelia 

K a Divi- 
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Divided from her felfe and her faire judgement. 

Without which we are but pi&ures, or meerebeafts. 

Laft, and as much containing as all thefe. 

Her brother is in fecret come from France, 

Feeds on this wonder, keeps himfelfe in clouds. 

And wants not buzzers to infeft his eare 
With peftilent fpeeehes of his fathers death. 

Wherein neceflity of matter beggerd 
Will nothing fticke our perlon to arraigne 
In eare and eare : O my deare gertrard, this 
Like to a Murdring-Peece in many places 
Gives me liiperfluous death. A neife within. 

Enter Meffenger. 

X*'»g.Attend,wherearemy Swiflers ? let them guard the door, 
What is the matter? 

CMeffen. Save your felfe my Lord. 

The Ocean over-peering ofhis lift 
Eates not the flats with more impetuous hafte 
Than young Laertes in a riotous head 
Ore-beares your Officers ; the rabble call him Lord, 

And as the world were now but to begin. 

Antiquity forgot, cuftome not knowne. 

The ratifiers and props of every word. 

They cry chule we Laertes to be King, 

Caps, hands,and tongues applaud it to the clouds, 

Laertes fliall be King, Laertes King. 

Que.How cheerfully on the falfetraile they cry, A noife within. 
O this is counter you falfe Danifh dogges. 

Enter Laertes with others . 

King.Eht dootes are broke. 

Laer. Where is this King ? firs ftand you all without. 

e^f//. No let’s come in. 

Laer. I pray you give me leave. 

nAll. We will, we will. 

Laer. I thanke you, keep the doore. O thou vile King 
Give me my father. 

Qae. Calmely good Laertes. 

Laer. That drop of blood that’s calme proclaimes me baftard, 

Cries 
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Cries Cuckoldto my father, brands the Harlot 
Even here between the chaft unfmerched brow 
Ofmy true mother. 

King' What is the caufe Laertes 
That tby rebellion lookes lb Giant-like ? 
let him goe Gertrard, doe not feare our perlon, 

There’s luch divinity doth hedge a King, 

That treafon can but peepe to what it would, 

0s little ofhis will : tell me Laertes 

Why thou art thus incens’c : let him goe Gertrard , 

Speakeman. 

Laer . W here is my father ? 

Kittg.Dezd. 

Quee. But not by him. 

King Let him demand his fill. 

Laer. How came he dead ? lie not be jugled with: 

Tohell allegeance, vowes to the blackeft Divell, 

Conlcience and grace to the profbundeft pic, 

Idare damnation, to this point I ftand. 

That both the worlds I give to negligence. 

Let come what comes, onely lie be reveng’d 
Moft throughly for my father. 

King. Who fhall ftay you ? 

Laer. My will,not all the worlds : 

And for my meanes, lie husband them fo well 
They fhall goe farre with little. 

King. Good Laertes, if you defire to know the certainty 
Of your deare father, is’t writ in your revenge. 

That loop-flake, you will draw both friend and foe, 

^Winner andlofer? 

I/rffr. None but his enemies. 

King. Will you know them then? 
a good friends thus wide He ope my armes, 

Anq like the kinde life-rendring Pelican 
K e paft them with my blood. 

Rng. W hy now yon Ipeake 
JLike a good childe, and a true Gentleman, 

I amguiltlefle ofyour fathers death, 
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And am moft fenfible in griefe for it. 

It fball as levell to your judgement peare 

As day does to your eye. A noifemtht* 

Enter Ophelia. 

Laer. Let her come in. 

How now ? what noife is that? . 

O heat dry up my braines, teares (even times fait 
Burne ouc the fenfe and vercue of mine eye : . 

By heaven thy madneffe (hall be paid with waighc 
Till our fcale turne the beame. O Rofe of May . 

Deare maid , kind lifter , fweet Ophelia 1 
O heavens 1 is’tpoflible a young maids wits 
Should be as mortall as a poore mans life ! 

Ophel. They bore him bare-fac d on the Beere, Song. 

And in his grave rain’d many a teare. 

Fare you well my Dove. 

Laer. Hadft thou thy wits, and didft perlwade revenge 
It could not move thus. 

Ophel. You muft ling a downe, a downe, . 

And you call him a downe a. O how the wheele becomes it. 

It is the falfe Reward that ftole his Mafters ’daughter. 

Laer. This nothing’s more than matter. 

Ophel. There’s Rofemary , that’s for remembrance , pray yoa 

love remember, and there’s Pancies, that’s for thoughts; 

Laer. A document in madnes thoughts and remembrance fitted. 
Oph. There’s Fennill for you, and Columbines, there s Revv for 
you , and here’s lome for mec , wee-may 'call it herbe of Graces 
Sundayes,youmayweareyonrRew with a difference; there sa 
Dafie : I would give you forne Violets, but they vvitherd all when 
my father died ; they lay a made a good end. 

For bonny fweet Robin is al 1 my joy. 

Laer. Thoughts and affliftions, paflion, hell it felfe 
She turnes to favour and to prettinelfe- 

Ophel. And will a not come againe, S ong • 

And will a not come againe, 

No, no, he is dead, goe to thy death bed, 

He never will come againe. 

Hisbeardwasaswbiteasfnow, . ‘ 

Flaxen 
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Flaxen was his pole. 

He is gone, he is gone, and we caft away moafie, 

God a mercy on his foule, and all Chriftian fouler 
god buy you. 

Laer 'Dot you this O God? 

ging.Laertes I muft commune with yourgriefe. 

Or you deny me right ; goe but a part. 

Make choice of whom your wifeft friends you will. 

And they fball heare and judge ’twixt you and me, 

If by dire& or by collateral! hand 

They finde us toucht,wewilIourkingdomegive, 

’ Our Ctowne, our life, and all that we call ours 

To you in facisfadtion ; but if not, 

Be you content to lend your patience ’to us. 

Ana we fball jointly labour with youribule 
To give it due content. 

Laer. Let this befo. 

His meanes of death, his obfeure funerall. 

No Trophey, fword, nor Hatchment ore his bones; 

No noble right, nor formall oftentation 
Cry to be heard as’twere from earth toheaven. 

That I muft call t in queftion. 

King. So you fball. 

And where th’offence is let the great axe fall. 

I pray you goe with me. Exeunt. 

Enter Hi or at to and others. 

Hora. What are they that would fpeake with me ? 
rjen. Sea-faring men fir, they fay they have Letters for yotf. 
Hora. Let them come in. 

Jdoe not know from what part of the world 
I lhould be greeted, if not from Lord Hamlet. Enter Sailers'! 
o^.Godblefle you fir. ' 

Hora. Let him blefle thee too. 1 

Jf' ^ fir an’t pleafe him. There's a letter for you fir , Ft 

Mm.™ 1 !,™ Embaffadour that was bound for England, if your 



wes 



wy uc nor at to, as 1 am let to know it is. 



fe£l?^ ,a ’ wh ~ en ^ on fhafehaveover-IooVt this, eivethefe 
9wesfome meanes totheKing,they have Letters for him. Ere 
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we were two dayes old atfea, a Pirat of very warlike appoint, 
mem gave us chale.Finding our felves too flow of faile, we put on 
a compelled val. ur and in . he grapple I boarded them : in the in- 
ftant they got cleere ofour fhip, fo I alone became their pnfoner. 
They have dealt with me like theeves of mercy, but they knew 
what they did ; I am to do a turnefor them.Let the King havethe 
Letters I have fent, and repaire thou to me with as much fpeed as 
thou would ft flye death- I have words to fpeake mthine earewill 
make thee dumbe,yet are they much too light for the bord of the 
matter thefe good-fe Howes will bring thee where I am, Rofen- 
cram and Gnjldentterne hold their courfe for England, of them I 
have much to tell thee. Farewell. 

So that thou knoxvejt thine , 
Hamlet. 



Hora Come, I will make you way for thefe your Letters, 
And doe’t the fpeedier that you may direct me 
To him from whom you brought them. Exeunt „ 

Enter King and Laertes, 

King. Now muft your confidence my acquittance feale. 
And you muft put me in your heart for friend, 

Sith you have heard, and with a knowing eare. 

That he which hath your noble father flaine 
Purlued my life. 

Laer. It well appeares : but tell me 
Why you proceed not againft thefe feates 
Socriminall and capitall in nature. 

As by your fafety,greatnefle,wifdome, all things elfe, 

You mainly were ftirr’d up. 

King. O for two lpeciall reafons, 

W hicn may to you perhaps feem much unfinnow’d. 

But yet to me tna’re ftrong : the Queen his mother 
Lives almoft by his lookes,and for my felfe. 

My vertue or my plague, be it either which, 

She is fo conclive to my life and foule. 

That as the ftarre moves not but in his Sphere, 

I could not but by her : the other motive 
Why to a publike count I might not goe. 

Is the great love the generall gender beare him. 
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Who dipping all his faults in their affeiftion, ■ 1 

Worke like the Spring that turneth wood to ftone, 

Convert his gyves to graces, fo that my arrowes 
Too Ilightly timbered for fo loved armes, 

Would have reverted to my bow againe. 

But not where I have aim’d them. 

laer. And lb I have a noble father loft, 

A filler driven into defperate tearmes. 

Whole worth, if praifes may goe backe again. 

Stood challenger on mount of all the age 
i For her perfections : but my revenge will come. 

King. Breake not your fleeps for that, you muft not thinkc 
That we are made of ftuffe fo flat and dull. 

That we can let our beards be fhooke with danger. 

And thinke it paftime : you fhortly fhall heare more. 

I lov’d your father, and we love our ielfe. 

And that I hope will teach you to imagine. 

Ent er a Meffengerwith Letters . 

Mtjf. Thefe to your Majefty,this to the Queens 
King. From Hamlet ? who brought them ? 

Mejf. Sailers my Lord they fay, I fkw them not. 

They were given me by Claudio, he received them 
Ofhim that brought them. 

King. Laertes you fhall heare them : leave us. 

High and mighty, you ftiall know I am fet naked on, your King- 
dome : to morrow fhall I beg leave to fee your Kingly eyes, when 
I mall (firft asking you pardon) thereunto recount the occafion of 
roy fudden returne. 

King What (liould this meane ? are all the reft come backe? . 
Uris it feme abufe; and no fuch thing ? 

Laer. Know you the hand ? 

King. ’Tis Hamlets charaaer: Naked! 
nd in a poft-feript here he fities alone, 

Lanyoudevifeme? 

It wa^,‘ 1 T 1q ^ iq ie tor< J J but let him come, 

t wartues the very ficknefte in my heart, 

.^S£ ellhimtobist “ th ' 

L King. 
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Xing. If it be To Laertes, 

'As how fliould it be fo, how otherwife. 

Will you be rul’d by me ? 

Laer. I my Lord, fo you will not ore-rule me to a peace. 1 
King. To thine own peace : if he be now returned 
As liking not his voyage,and that he meanes 
No more to undertake it, 1 will worke him 
To an exploit now ripe i n my device. 

Under the which he fhall not chufe but fall, i 

And for his deach.no wind of blame fhall breathe. 

But even his mother fhall uncharge the practice. 

And call it accident. 

Laer. My Lord I will be rul’d. 

The rather if you could devife it fo 
That l might be the organ. 

King It falls right: 

You have bin talkt of fince your travell much, 

And that in Hamlets hearing, for a quality 
W herein they fay you fhine ; your fumme of parts 
Did not together pluckeluch envie from him 
As did that one, and that in my regard 
Of the unworthieft fiege. 

Ltter. What part is that my Lord ? 

King. A very riband in the cap of youth,’ 

Y et needfall too, for youth no leflc becomes 
The light and careleffe livery that it weares, 

Than fetled age his fables, and his weeds, 

Importing health and graveneffe : two months fince 
Here was a Gentleman of Normandy, 

I have feene my felfe,and ferv’d agai t^ttthe French, 

And they can well on horfe-backe ; but this Gallant 

Had witch-craft in’c,hegrew unto his feat, « 

And to fuch wondrous doing brought his hqrfe 

Ashe had bin incorp’ft and demi-natur’d . ivdifi -v' 1 -' 

With the brave beaftyfe farrehetept my thought* mri ■ • 

That I in forgery of fhapes and tricltes 
Gome fhort of what he did. 

Laer, A Norman was’t ? 
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King, A Norman. 

Laer. Upon my life Lamord . 

King. The very fame. 

Laer. I know him well,hc is the brooch indeed* 

And gemme of all the Nation. 

King. He made confeffion of you. 

And gave you fuch a matter ly report 
For art ana exercife in your defence. 

And for your Rapier moft efpeciall. 

That hecry’d out, ’t would be a fight indeed 
If one could match you } the ScrimerS of their nation 
He (wore had neither motion, guard, nor eye 
If you oppos’d them : fir this report of his 
Did Hamlet fo envenome with his envie. 

That he could nothing doe, but wifh and begge 
Yourfudden commingore to play with you. 

Now out of this. 

Lae r. What out of this my Lord ? 1 

King. Laertes , was your father deare to you ? 

Or are you like the painting of a forrow, 

A face without a heart ? 

Laer. Why aske you this? 

Kwg.Not that I think you did not love your father, 

But that I know love is begun by time. 

And that I fee in paflages of proofe, 

T ime qualifies the Iparke and fire of it ; 

There lives within the very flame of love 
Akindeofwieke orfnuftethat will abate it, 1 
And nothing is at a like goodnefle ftill ;* 

For goodnefle growingto a pleurifie. 

Dies in his owne too much, that we would doe, 

We fliould doe when we would : for this Would changes. 

And hath abatements and delayes as many 
As there are tongues, are bands, are accidents. 

And then this Should is like a fpend-thrift figh. 

That hurts by eafing : but to the quicke of ch’ulcer, 

H**»let comes backe, what would you undertake 
' * 0 y°ur felfe indeed your fathers lonne 

L a Mote 
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More than in words? 

Laer. To cut his throat i’th Church, . 

KingXlo place indeed foould murder fan&uarize, 

Revenge fhould have no bounds :but good Laertes 
Will you doe this ? keep dole within your chamber, 

Hamlet return’d fhall know you are come home, 

W ee’ll put on thofe (hall praife your excellence, . r a 

And fee a double varnifh on the fame 

The Frenchman gave you, bring you in fine together, 

And wager ore your heads ; he being remiffe, 

Moft generous, and free from a 11 contriving, 

Will not peruie the foiles , lo that with eafe. 

Or with a little fouffling, you may chufe 
A fword unbated, and in a paceof pradice 
Requite him for your father. 

Laer. I will doe’e ; "“T 

And forthepurpofelleatinoint myfword: 

I bought an unction of a Mountebanke 
So mortall, that but dip a knife in it. 

Where it drawes blood , no Cataplafme lo rare 
Collected from all Simples that have vertue 
Under the Moone, can lave the thing from death 
That is but fcratchc withall ; He touch my point 
W ith this contagion, that if I gall him fleightly it may be death," 
King. Let’s further thinke ofthis, 

W eign what conveiance both of time and meanes 
May fit us to our lhape if this fliould faile. 

Ana that our drift look through our bad performance 
Twere better not allay’d, Therefore this projeft 
Should haveabacke or lecond,thac might hold 
If this did blaft in proofe : loft, let me fee, 

W ee’ll make a folemne wager on your cunnings, 

I hav’t, when in your motion you are hot and dry. 

As make your bouts more violent to that end, 

And that he calls for drinke. He have prefer’d him 
A Chalice for the nonce, whereon but lipping, 

It he by chance elcape your venom’d tucke. 

Our purpofemay hold there. But flay, what noife? 

, - E»Kr 



Prince of Denmarke.' 

Enter Queene. 

Qttee Onz woe doth tread upon anothers heele, 

So fall they follow : your lifter’s drown’d Laertes. 

laer. Drown’d 1 O where? 

guee. There is a willow growes alcaunt the brook. 

That lliewes his hoarie leaves in the glalfie ftreame, 

Therewith fantaftickegarlandsdid the make 
Of Cro v- flowers. Nettles, Dalies, and long Purples, 

That liberall fhepheards give a grofler name. 

But our culcold maids do dead mens fingers call the, 

There on the pendant boughes her Coronet weeds 
Clambringtohang, an envious fhiver broke. 

When downe her weedy tropheys and her ielfe 
Fell in the weeping brooke , her clothes Ipred wide. 

And Mermaid-like a while they bore her up. 

Which time Ihe chanted (hatches of old lauds. 

As one incapable of herowne diftrefle. 

Or like a creature native and indued 
Unto that element, but long it could not be 
Till that her garments heavie with their drinke 
Puld the poore wench from her melodious lay 
To muddy death. 

Laer. Alalfe then is foe drown’d ? 

Quee. Drown’d, drown’d. 

Laer. Too much of water baft thou poore Ophelia , 

And therefore 1 forbid my teares ; but yet 
It is our tricke, nature her cuftome holds. 

Let lhame fay what it will ; when thele are gone 
The woman will be out. Adieu my Lord, 

I have a (peech afire that faine would bialb, 

Lut that this folly drownes it. 

King. Let’s follow Cjertrard ; 

How much I had todoetocalme his rage ! 

Nowfeare I this will give it ftart againe, 
therefore let’sfollow. 

Enter two C lownes. 

I„ r Is foe to be buried inChriftian buriall,whenfliewilful- 

y eekes her owne ialvation ? 

L 3 Othe. 



Exit. 



Exeunt. 




Othe. 
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T tell thee (hee is, therefore make her grave ftraight ,the 
Ctownet hath fateon her, and finds it CWS^nriaU. 

CT/aw-How can rhacbe,unleffe hedtownd her felfe in her own 

defence ? 

mart tw fo*ofte'nded , it cannot be elfe j for here lies the 
point, if I drowne my felfe wittingly it argues an aft , and an aft 
hath three branches, it is to aft, to doe, to performe,or all ; fhee 

drown’d her felfe wittingly. 

him and drowne him, he Hrownes not himlelfe , argali hee that is 
not guilty of his owne death fhortens not his owne life. 

Oth. But is this law? 

Clow. I marry is t, Crowners queft law. 

Oth. Will you ha the truth ant t,ifthis had not been a Gentle* 
woman (he (hould have bin buried ouc a Chnftian buriall. 

Clow. Why there thou faift,and the more pitty that great o e 

fiiould have countenance in this world to drowne or hang them* 

felves, more than their even Chriften : Come my fpade, there is no 

ancient Gentlemenbut Gardeners, Ditchers, and Grave-makers, 

they hold up Adams profeflion. 

Oth. Was he a Gentleman ? 

Clow. A was the firft that ever bore armes. . 

lie put another queftion to thee , if thou anfwereft mee not to the 

purpofe, confeife thy felfe. 

Clow. What is hee that builds Wronger than either the Maloti, 

the Shipwright, or the Carpenter? 

Oth .The gallowes-maker,for that out* lives a thoufand t 
£lo. I like thy wit well in good faith, the gallowes doesv * 
how does it well ? it does well to thofe that do ill,now 
ill to fay the gallowes is built ftronger than the Church, ar D am 
gallowes may doe well to thee. To’tagaine,come. _ 

Oth. Who builds ftronger than a Mafon, a Shipwright, 

. Carpenter? c[0 , 



-• 'trnnxe of uenmarKe. 



Clow. T, tell me that and unyoke, ; 

Oth . Marry now I can tell. 

Clow. To’t. 

Othe. MalTe I cannot tell. 

Clow.C udgel thy brains no more about it,for your dull afle wil 
n ot mend his pace with beating, & when you are askt this queftio 
next: lay a grave- maker, the houfes he makes laft till Doomefday. 
Goeget thee in, and fetch me a foope of liquor. 

In youth when I did love did love, -S’ tug. 

Me thought it was very fweet 
To contrail O the time for a my behove, 

O me thought there a was nothing a meet. 

Enter Hamlet and Herat io. 



Ham. Has this fellow no feeling of his bufinefle ? a lings in 

grave-making. 

H»r. Cuftome hath made it in him a property of eafinefle. 

ifo.’Tis een lb, the hand of little emploiment hath the daintier 

CYw.But age with his dealing fteps Seng. (fenfe^ 
hath clawed me in his clutch. 

And hath Hupped me into the land, 
as ifl had never bin fuch. 

Hrfw.That skull had a tongue in it>and could ling once, how the 
knave jowles it to theground , as if ’twere Cains jaw-bone, that 
did the firft murther : this might be the pate of a Polititjan which 
this afle now ore-reaches, one that would circumvent God, might 
it not ? 

Hora. It might my Lord. 

Ham. Or of a Courtier , which could fay , Good morrow my 
lord, how doeft thou fweet Lord ? This might be my Lord fuch 
a one , that praifed my Lord fuch a ones horfe when a meant to 
beg it, might it not? 

Hora. I my Lord. 

Ha. Why een fo,and now my Lady worms Choples,and knockt 
about themazer with a Sextens fpade ; here’s fine revolution and 
we had the tricke to fee’t, did thefe bones coft no more the.bree- 
dingbut to play at foggits with them ? mine ake to think on’e. 

Clow, A pickax and a fpade a fpade, 
for and a fhrowding fheet. 



I 





1 be l rdgedy of Hflmiet ; , 

O a pit of clay for to be made • 

for fuch a gueft is meet. , 

K/i. There’s another, why may not that be the skull of a Lawier ? 
where be his quiddities now, his quillities, his cafes, his tenures, 
and his tricks ? why does he fuffer this mad knave now to knocke 
him about the fconcc with a dirty fhovell, and will not tell him of 
his adlions of battery?hum : this fellow might be in’s time a great 
buyer of land > with his ftatutes , his recognifances , his fines , his 
double vouchers, his recoveries, to have his fine pate full of fine 
dirt ; will vouchers vouch him no more of his purchafes and dou- 
bles, than the length and bredth of a paire of Indentures ? the ve- 
ry conveiances of Jhis land will fcarcely lye in this boxe, and muft 
th’inheritor himfelfe have no more ? ha ? 

Hora. Not a jot more my Lord- 

Ham. Is not parchment made of fheep- skins ? 

Her. I my Lord, and of calve-skins too- 
Ham. T bey are fheep and calves which feekeout aflurancein 
that. Iwillfpeake tothis fellow : Whofe grave’s this firrah? 
Clow. Mine fir, or a pit of clay for tobe made. 

Ham „ 1 thinke it’s thine indeed, for thou lyeft in’t. 

Clow. You lye out on’t fir, and therefore ’;is not yours : for my 
part T doe not lye i n’t, yet it i s mi ne. 

Ham. Thou doft lye in’c,to bein’t and fay it is]thine,’cis for the 
dead - not for thequicke, therefore thou lyeft. 

Clow. ’Tis a quicke lye fir, ’twill againe from me to you. 
Ham. W hat man doeft thou digge it for ? 

Clow For no man fir. 

Ham. W hat woman then ? 

Clow. For none neither. 

Ham. Whoisto be buried in’t ? t 

Clow One that was a woman fir, but reft her fbule,fhee’s dead. 
HamHo'N ablolute the knave is, we muft fpeakeby the card, or 
equivocation will undo us. BytheLord Horatioxhis j.yeeresl 
have took note of it, the age is grown fb picked, that the toeofthe 
pelant comes fo neere the heele of the Courtier, he galls his kibe. 
How long haft thou been a Grave-maker ? 

Clow. Ofthedayes i’th year e I came to’t that day that our lalt 
King Hamlet overcame Fortinbrajfe, 



(prince of Denmarke. 

Ham. How long is that fince ? 

Clo- Cannot you tell that ? every fbole can tell that ; it was that 
very day that young Hamlet was borne , hee that is mad and font 
into E»gl an< l' 

Ham • I marry, why was he font into England f 

Clow. Why ? becaufe a was mad, a fball recover his wits there, 
orifadoenot ’tis no great matter there. 

Ham. Why ? 

£VTwill not be foen in him there,thcre are men as mad as he. 

Ham. How came he mad? • 

Clow. Very flrangely they fay. 

Ham. How flrangely ? 

flow. Faith een with lofing his wits. 

Ham. Upon what ground ? 

flow. Why here in Denmarke : I have bin Sexton hereman 
and boy thirty yeeres. 

Ham. How long will a man lye i’th earth ere he rot ? 

Clow. Faith if a be not rotten before he dye , as wee have many 
pocky coarfes that will fcarce hold the laying in, a will laft you 
tome eight yeere, or nine yeere; a Tanner wi 1 1 laft you nine yeere. 

Ham. W hy he more than another ? 

flow .Why fir his hide is fo can’d with his trade, that a will keep 
out water a great while , and your water is a fore decayer of your 
whorfon dead body : here’s a skull now hath lyen you i'th earth 

Ham. Whofe was it ? (25. yeares. 

flo. A whorfon mad fellows it was,whofe do you think it was ? 

Ham. Nay I know not. 

flow. A peftilence on him for a mad rogue, a pour’d a flaggon of 
khenifh on my head once ; this lame skull fir, was fir Torichs 
skull the Kings Jefter. 

Ham. This ? 

Clow. Een that. 



* n^f/Alas poor Toricke,\ knew him Horatio-,1 fellow ofinfinite 
Fhofmoft excellent fancy, he hath bore me on his backe a thou- 
times , and now how abhorred in my imagination it is ? my 
t>°rge riles at it. Here hung thofe lips that I have kift I know not 
n W * iere k ee y our i ibes now, your gamboles, your fongs, 
y ur tiafhes of merriment, that were wont to fet the table on a 

M roare ? 
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roare ? not one now to mock your own grinning ? quite chopf a ] n > 
Now get you to my Ladies table* and tell her, let her paint an 
inch thick, to this favour (lie muft come; make her laugh at that. 
Prethee Horatio tell me one thing. 

Hera. What’s that my Lord ? 

Ha.Dod thou think Alexander lookt a this fafhion i’th earth? 

Hora. Eenfo. 

Ham. And fmelt lb ? pah. 

Hora. Een lb my Lord. 

Ham. To what bale ufes we may returne Horatio ! Why may 
not imagination trace the noble dull of Alexander till a findeit 
flopping a bung-hole. 

iTorvz.Twere to confider too curioufly to confider fo. 

Ha. No faith not a jot, but to follow him thither with modefty 
enough, and likelihood to lead it. Alexander died,Alexanderms 
buried, Alexander returneth to dull, the dud is earth,of earth we 
make lome, & why of that lome whereto he was converted might 
they not Hop a Beere-barrell ? 

Imperious Cafar dead and turn’d to clay 
Might Hop a hole to keepe the wind away. 

O that that earth which kept the world in awe. 

Should patch a wall t’expell the waters flaw! 

But loft, but foft a while,here comes the King, Enter King, 

The Queen, the Courtiers :who is this they follow , Que.Laertes 
And with fuch maimed rites ? this doth betoken, and the cor fa 
The coarfe they follow did with defperate hand 
Fordoe its owne life ; 'twas of lome ellate t 
Couch we a while and marke. 

Laer. What Ceremony elfe ? 

Ham. That is Laertes ,a very noble youth. 

Laer. What Ceremony elfe? 

Doll. Her obfequies have bin as farinlarg’d 
As we have warranty ; her death was doubtfull, 

And but that great command ore-fwayes the order, 

Shelhould in ground unfandlified bin lodg’d 
Till the laft trumpet : for charitable prayers, 

‘Flints and pebbles fhould be throwne on her, 

Y et here Ihe is allow’d her virgin rites. 



(prince o/Dcnmarke. 

Her maiden ftrewments, and the bringing home 
Ofbell and buriall. 

Laer. Muft there no more be done ? 
poU. No more be done : 

We (hould profane the fervice of the dead, 
poling a Requiem and fuch reft to her 
As to peace-parted loufes. 

Laer. Lay her i’th earth. 

And from her faire and unpolluted flefli 
May violets fpring : I tell thee churlifh Prieft 
A miniftring Angel fhall my lifter be 
When thou lyeft howling. 

Ham • What ? the faire Ophelia ? 

Quee. Sweets to the fweet, farewell, 

I hop’t thou fhould ft have bin my Hamlets wife, 

I thought thy bride-bed to have aeckt fweet maid. 
And not have ftrew’d thy grave. 

Laer. O treble woe ! 

Fall ten times double on that curfed head, 

Whofe wicked deed thy moft ingenuous fenfe 
Deprived theeof : hold off the earth a while, 

Till I have caught her once more in mine armes. 

Now pile your duft upon the quicke and dead. 

Till of this flat a mountaine you have made 
T’oretopold Pelion i or the sky ifh head 
Ofblew Olympus. 

Ham. W hat is he whole griefe 
Beares fuch an emphajis, whole phrafe of lorrow 
Conjures the wandring ftars, and makes them ftand 
Tike wonder-wounded hearers ? ’tis I, 

Hamlet the Lane. 



■frm.Thoupray’ft not well; J prethee take thy fingers fre 
wr though I am not Ipleenative and ralh, fmy thro; 

wL- l G 1 in me . ( P m ething dangerous, 

ich let thy wiledome feare ; hold off thy hand. 

Phrcke them alunder. 

<ute, Hamlet , Hamlet. 
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AH. Gentlemen. 

Hora. Good my Lord be quiet. 

Ham Why I will fight with him upon this thcam 
Untill my eye-lids will no longer wagge- 
Qnee. O my fonne, what theame ? 

Ham. I lov’d Ophelia , forty thoufand brothers 
Could not with all their quantity of love 
Make up my fum : Whac wilt thou doe for her ? 

King. O he is mad Laertes . 

Qttee. For love of God forbeare him. 

Ham. Swounds fhew me what thou’t doe, 

W oo’t weep, woo’t fight, woo’t fall , woo’t teare thy 
W oo’t drink up Efill.eat a Crocodile ? (felfe, 

lie doe’t : doeft thou come here to whine ? 

To out-face me with leaping in her grave ? 

Be buried quicke with her, and fo will I ; 

And if thou prate of mountaines, let them throw 
Millions of acres onus, till our ground 
Cindging his pate againft the burning Zone, 

Make OJJa like a wart ; nay and thou’lt mouth 
He rant as well as thou. 

£>aee. This is meere madnefle. 

And thus a while the fitwill worke on him ; 

Anon as patient as a female Doe, 

When that her golden cuplets are difclos’d. 

His filene'e will fit drooping. 

Ham. Heareyoufir, 

What is the rea Ion that you ufe me thus ? 

I lov’d you well, but it is no matter, 

Let Hercules himfelfedoe what he may 
The Cat will mew, a Dogge will have his day. Exit Hamlet 

King. I pray thee good H oratio wait upon him- & Horatio 
Strengthen your patience in our laft nights Ipeech, 

Wee’ll put the matter to the prelent pufih. 

Good Gertrard fet feme watch over your fonne. 

This Grave (hall have a living monuments; 

An houre of quiet thereby (ball we lee. 

Till then in patience our proceeding be; Exeunt' 

' Enter 



<Prince of Denmarke.' 

Enter Hamlet and Herat it. 
j&.Somuch for this fir, now fhall you fee the other: 
You doe remember all the circumftance. 

Her. Remember it my Lord ? 

Ham. Sir in my heart there was a kind of fighting 
That would not let me fleep,me thought I lay 
\yorfe than the mutines in the Bilbo’s, rafhly, 

And prais’d berafhnefle forit ; let us know 
Ourindifcretion lometimes (erves us well 
W hen our deep plots do fall , & that fhould learn us. 
There’s a divinity that fhapes our ends, 

Rough hew them how we will. 

Hora. That is molt certaine. 

Ham. Up from my Cabbin, 

My fea-gowne fearft about me, in the darke 
Gtop’t I to find out them, had my defire, 

Finger’d their packet, and in fine withdrew 
To mine owne roome againe, making fo bold 
fMy feares forgetting manners ) to unfold 
Their grand Commiifion, where I found, Horatio^ 
Aroyall knavery, an exaft command. 

Larded with many leverall forts ofreafons, 

Importing Denmark, s health, and Englands too, 
With hoefuch Bugs and Goblins in my life, 

That on the fupervife, no leifurebated, 

Nonot to flay the grinding of the axe, 

My head fhould be flrooke oft 

Hora. Is’t polfible ? 

H*.Here’s the Commiifion, read it at more leifuret 
But wilt thou heare now how I did proceed ? 

Hora. I befeech you- 

Ham. Being thus be-netted round with villaines> 
Or I could make a Prologue to my braines 
They had begun the Play : I late me downe, 

Oevis d a new Commiifion, ivrot&it faire: 

4k ? ^ ^old * t5 as ° ur Statifts doe, 

bafeneffeto write faire , and labour’d much 
HOyv to forget that learning ; but fir now 
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It did me yeomans ferviee j wik thou know 
Th’effeS of what I wrote? 

Hora. I good my Lord. 

Ham- \n earneft conjuration from the King, 

As England was his faithfull tributary, 

As love between them like the Palme might flourifh, 

As peace fhould ftill her wheaten garland weare. 

And (land a Comma ’tweene their amities. 

And many iuch like, as fir of great charge, 

That on the view and knowi ng of thefe contents, 

W ithout debatement further more or lefle 
He fhould chofe bearers put to fudden death. 

Not fhriving time allow’d. 

Hora. How was this feal’d ? 

Ham. Why even int hat was heaven ordinant : 

I had my fathers fignet in my purle. 

Which was the modell of that Dan ijfo kale, 

Folded the writ up in the forme of th’other, 

Sublcrib’d it, gave’t thimpreflion, plac’d it iafely, 

T he changliog never known ; now the next day 
Wasourfea-fight,and what tothiswasfequent 
Thou know’ft already. 

Hor. So (JuyldenHern and Rofeucratts go to’t. 

AAi.They are not neare my confcience, their defeat 
Does by their owne infinuation grow 5 
’Tis dangerous when the bafer nature comes 
Between thepafle and fell incenfed points 
Ofmighty oppofites. 

Hor. Why what a King is this! 

Ham. Does it not, think you, Hand me now upon ? 

He that hath kill’d my King, and whor’d my mother, 

Popt in between th’eleSion and my hopes, 

Throwne out his angle for my proper life, 

And with fuch cofenage , is’t not perfect confcience ? 

Enter a Courtier. 

Cour. Your Lordfhip is right welcome backe to Denmark, /• 
Ham. I humbly thanke you fir. 

Boeft know thi s W ater-flyc ? 

Hora. 



<Prince of Denmarke. 

Hora Mo my good Lord. 

Ham. Thy ftate is the more gracious , for Tis a vice to know 
kirn ; he hath much land and fertill , let a beaft be Lord of beafts, 
and his crib (ball ftand at the Kings meffe ; ’tis a chough , but as I 
fay, fpacious in the pofiefiton of dirt. 

Cour. Sweet Lord, if your Lordfhip were at leiliire I fhould im- 
part a thing to you from his Majefty. 

Ham. I will receive it fir with all diligence of Ipirit ; your bon- 
net to his right ufe, ’tis for the head. 

four. I thank your Lordfhip, ’tis very hot. 

Ham. No beleeve me ’tis very cold, the wind is Northerly. 

Cour. It is indifferent cold my Lord indeed. 

Ham. But yet me thinks it is very foultry and hot,fbr my com- 
plexion. 

Cour. Exceedingly my Lord, it is very foultry , as 'tvvere I can- 
not tell how : my Lord, his Majefty bad me fignifie unto you, that 
a has laid a great wager on your headj fir this is the matter. 

Ham. I befeech you remember. 

Cour. Nay good my Lord,for my eafe in good faith. Sir here is 
newly come to Court Laertes , beleeve mee an abfolute Gentle- 
man, full of moft excellent differences , of very foft fociety, and 
great fhewing : indeed, to fpeake feelingly of him, he is the Card 
or Kalendar of Gentry, for you (hall finde in him the continent of 
what part a Gentleman would fee. 

Ham. Sir, his definement fuffers no perdition in you, though I 
knowto dividehim inventorially, would dizzie th’arithmetick of 
memory, and yet but raw neither in refpeS ofhis quicke faile ; 
bnt in the verity of extolment,I take him to be foule of a great ar- 
ticle, and hisinfufion ofluch dearth and rarenefle,as to make true 
di-Sion of him, his femblableis his mirrour , and who elfe would 
trace him, his umbrage, nothing more. 

Cour. Your Lordfhip fpeakes moft infallibly of him. 

H. am. The concernancy fir, why do we wrap the Gentleman in 
otir more rawer breath ? 

Cour. Sir* 

Hora. is’c not poffible to underftand in another toneue, vou 
Willdoe’t fir really. & 

‘ Ham. W hat imports the nomination of this Gentleman ? 

Cour. 
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C our. Of Laertes? 

Hora. His purfe is empty already, all’s golden words are fpent, 
Ham . Of him fir. 

Cour. 1 know you are not ignorant. 

1 Ham. I would you did fir ; yet in faith if you did it would not 
much approve me : well fir. 

£our . You are ignorant of what excellence Laertes is. 

1 Ham. I dare not confeffe that, left I fhould compare with him 
in excellence ; but to know a man well were to know himfelfe. 

Cottr. I meane fir for his weapon , but in the imputation laid on 
him by them in his meed hee’s unfellowed- 
Ham. What’s his weapon? 

Cour. Rapier and dagger. 

Ham. That’s two of his weapons ; but well. 

Cottr. The King fir hath wager’d with him fixe Barbery horfes, 
againft the which he has impawn’d as I take it fix French Rapiers 
and Poniards, with their alfignes, as girdle, hanger, and lb : three 
of the carriages in faith are very deare to fancy, very refponfiveto 
thehilts,moft delicate carriages, and of very liberall conceit. 
Ham. What call you the carriages? 

Hora. 1 knew you muft be edified by the margin ere you had 
done. 

Cour. The carriages fir are the hangers. 

Ham. The phrafe would be more german to the matter if wee 
could carry a cannon by our fides, I would it might be hangers till 
then : but on,fixe Barbary horles againft fixe French Iwords, their 
aflignes, and three liberall conceited carriages, that's the French 
bet againft the Danish, why is this all you call it ? 

Cour. The Kingfir, hath laid fir,that in a dozen pafles betweene 
yourfelfe and him he fhall not exceed you three hits, he hath laid 
on twelve for nine, and it would come to immediate triall,ify°ur 
Lordfhip would vouchlafe the anfiver. 

Ham. How if I anfwer no ? 

Cour. I meane my Lord the oppofition ofyour perlbn in mail* 
Ham. Sir I will walke here in the hall, if it pleale hisMajeftie, 
it is the breathing time of day with me, let the foiles be brought, 
the Gentleman willing, and the King hold his purpofe, I will win 
for him and lean ; if not, I willgaine nothing but my Ihatneand 
the odde hits. ' 



p since c/Denraike. 

four. Shall I deliver you lo ? 

Bam. To this eftedt fir, after what flourifh your nature wifi. 

four. I commend my duty to your Lordfii ip. 

. Ham. Yours does well to commend it himfelfe, therearen© 
tongues elfe for his turne. 

Hora. This Lapwing runs away with the /hell on his head. 

Ham. A did fo fir with his dugge before a fuckc it ; thus has he 
Sc winy more of the lame breed that I know, the droflie age dotes 
on, onely got the tune ofthe time, and out of an habit of incoun- 
tcr, a kinde of mifty collection , which carries them through and 
through the moft profane and trennowned opinions ; and doe but 
blow them to their trial], the bubbles are out. 

Enter a Lord. 

Lord My Lord, his Majeftie commended him to you by youn® 
Oftrtcke,, who brings back to him that you attend him in the halfi 
he fends to know if your pleafure hold to play withZ* erte j,or that 
you will take longer time ? 

Ham. Iam conftant to my purpofes, they follow the Kings 
plealiire ; if his fitnefle Ipeaks, mine is ready, now or whenfoever, 
provided I be fo able as now. 

Lord. The King and Queen and all are comming downe. 

Ham. In happy time. 

Lord. T he Queen defires you to ule fome gentle entertainment 
to Laertes before you goe to play. 

Ham. She well inftru&sme. 

Hor. You will lofe my Lord. 

Ham. I doe not thinke lb,fince he went into France I have bin 
m commuall praa ice ; I /hall win at the oddes fthou wouldft not 

ink now ill all s here about my heaic, but it-is no matter. 

Hora. Nay good my Lord. 

in thefi^f 3 ^ lf,we ^ C r C Augwyjthere is a Ipeciall providence 
come 1 S P arrov Y : .if itbe, as not to come, if it bee not to 

nc&i, ,n r nGWj ,flt b r n0t n0Wj y et ir wiI1 come > the readi- 
, fincc no man of ought he leaves knowes what is’t to 

N leave 
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leave betimes, let be. 

A table prepared., Drums, Trumpets, and Officers with cu(hi m - 
King, Queen, and all the fiate, fotlet, daggers, and Laertes. ’ 
King:. Come Hamlet , come, and take this hand from me. 
Ham. Give me your pardon fir, I havedbne you. wrong, 

But pardon t as you are a Gentleman : this prefence kndvves. 
And you muft needs have heard how I ampuniibt 
With a fore diftradrion; what I have done 
That might your nature, honour, and exception 
Roughly awake, I here proclaime was madnefle. 

W as’c Hamlet wrong’d Laertes ? never Hamlet ; 

If Hamlet fromhimfelfe betaneaway, 

And when hee’s not himfelfe does wrong Laertes , 

Then Hamlet does it not, Hamlet denies lit 
Who does it then ? his madnefle : iPc be lb, 

Hamlet is of the faction that is wronged, 

His madnefle is poore Hamlets enemy ; 

Let my declaiming from a purpos'd evill 
Free melb farrein your moft generous thoughts. 

That I have fhot my arrow ore the houfe, ° 

And hurt my brother. 

Laer. Iamfatisfied in nature, 

Whofe motive in this cafe fliould ftirreme mod 
To my revenge, but in my tearmes of honour 
I Hand aIoofe,and will no reconcilement. 

Till by feme elder Mafters of knowne honour 
Ihavea voice and prefident of peace 
To my name ungortf: but all that time 
I doe receive your offered love like love. 

And will not wrong it. 

Ha. I embraceit freely, and will this brothers wager 
franklyplay. ° 

Giveusthefbiles. 

Laer, Come, one for me. 

Ham.lk beyour foile Laertes, in mine ignorance. 

Your skill fhallhkea flarre i’ch darkeft nigfit 
Snckc fiery off indeed. ° 

Laer. Y ou mocke me fir. 

JJertf. 



(Prince o/Dcnmarke. 

Ham- No by this hand- (let, 

iOn.Give them the foi Is young Ofricki'cQfitiHitm- 
You know the wager. 

Ham. Very wellmy Lord : 

YourGrace has laid the oddes a’thweakerfide- 
King. I doe not feareit, I have feen yonboch. 

But fince he is better we have therefore oddes- 
Laer- This is tooheavie, let .me fee anQther. 
ifo.This likes me wel,thefefbils have all a length 
Oftr. I my goo^J Lord. 

King. Set me tbeftoopsof wine upon the table i 
If Hamlet give the firft or fecond hit. 

Or quit in anfwer of the third exchange. 

Let all the battlementstheir Ordnance fire ; 

TheKing (hall drink to Hamlets better breath. 

And in the cup an Onyx fhall he throw 

Richer than that which fbure fucceffive Kings 

In B turn arks Crown have worn. Give me the clips. 

And let the Kettle to the Trumperfpeake, 

The Trumpet to the Canoneer without. 

The Cannons to the heavens, the heavens to earth. 

Now the King drinkes to Hamlet come begin. Trumpets 
Andyou the Judges bearea warie eye. the while* 

Ham. Come on firi 
Laer. Come my Lord. 

Ham. One.- 
Laer. No. 



?rth aVer ^ aIbabIebit; L)rum,Trumpets,and foot. 
Well, againe. FloHrifh,aPeecegoesojf. 

’i? 1 V f pearleischin^ 

Here s to thy health : give him the cup. 

c r * m - Ile P Ja y thisbout firft, fet it by a while, 

^ome, another hit, what % you ? 

Laer. I doe confeft. 

King- Onr fonne fhall win. 

H e ?w ' ’ H , ees fat and rcanc of breath. 

amlet , take my napkin, wipe thy browes : 

N 2 The 
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The Queen carowlcs to thy fortune Hamlet. 

Ham. Good Madam. ' 

King- Cjertrard doe not drinke. 

Quee. I vyill my Lord> I pray you pardon me. 

King- It is the poyfoned cup, it is too late. 

Ham. I dare not drinke yet Madam, by and by* 

S>uee. Come, let me wipe thy face. 

Lae r. My Lord lie hit him now. 

King. 1 doe not think’t. 

Laer. And yet it is almoft againft my confidence. 

Ham. Come, for the third Laertes, yon doe but dally,’ 

I pray you pafle with your beft violence, 

I am fare you make a wanton of me. 

Laer. Say you lo ? come on. 

Ofir. Nothing neither way. 

Laer. Have at you now. 

King. Part them, they are incens’t, 1 

Ham . Nay come againe. 

Ofir. Looke to the Queen there ho.' 

Hora. They bleed on both fides, how is’t my Lord ? 

Ofir. How is’t Laertes ? 

Lae. Why as a woodcock to mine own (prindge Ofirickt, 
I am juftly kill’d with mine owne treachery. 

Ham. How does the Queene ? 

King. She Iwounes to fee them bleed. 

MwWrink^ drink,0 my deare Hamlet y 
l he drinke, the drinke, I am poyfoned. 

Ham. O villaine ! ho let the doore be loekt. 

Treachery, feeke it out. 

• Laer. It is here Hamlet ; thou art flaine. 

No medicine in the world can doe thee good, 

In thee there is not halfean houres life. 

The treacherous inftrument is in thy hand. 

Unbated and envenom’d, the foule praftice 
Hath turn’d it lelfe on me ; lo here I lye 
Never to rife againe : thy mother’s poyfon’d, 

I am no more, the King, the King’s to blame. 
it a. The point envenom’d too, then venom to thy work. 



I Prince of Dcnmarke, 

^j/.Trealon,treafon. 

King. O yet defend me friends, I am but hurt,' 

Ham. Here thou inceftuous damned Dane, 

Drinke off this potion: is the Onyx here? 

Follow my mother. (lelfe. 

Lae. He is juftly ferv’d, it is a poylbn temper’d by him- 
Exchangc forgiveneffe with me noble Hamlet , 

Mine and my fathers death come not upon thee, ' 

Nor thine on me. 

Ham • Heaven make thee free of it, I follow the % : 

I am dead Horatio , wretched Queen adieu. 

You that looke pale and tremble at this chance, 

That are but mutes or audience to this aft. 

Had I but time (as this fell Sergeant death 
Is ftrift in his arreft) O I could tell you ; 

But let it be : Horatio I am dead. 

Thou liveft, report me and my caule aright 
To the unlatisfied. 

Hora. Never beleeve it, 
lam more an antique Reman than a Dant } 

Here’s yet feme liquorleft’ 

Ham. As th’art a man 



Give me the cup, let goe, by heaven lie hav't : 

0 God Horatio what a wounded name. 

Things (landing thus unknown, (hall I leave behind me ? 

If thou didft ever hold me in thy heart 
Abfent thee from felicity a while. 

And in this harlh world draw thy breath in paine A march a 

To tell my ftory : what warlike noife is this ? farre off. 

Enter Ofricke. 

Forti>} ^ a f e with conqueft come from Poland 

1 nhmbafladors of England gives this warlike volly. 



Tne potent poylon quite ore-growesmy fpirit ; 
1 cannot live to heare the newes from England. 
ml doe prophefie theeleftion lights 
a f e 5 ^ le has my dying voice, 

K with th’occurrents more and lefic 



Ham. O I dye Horatio , 




Which 
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Which have foliciced : the reft in filence. 

Hora Now cracks;anobie heart, goodmightlweet 
And flight of Angekfing rheeitaihy reft. r, (Prince, 

Why does the drum comchithet? . \-n' 

Enter Fortinbrajfe, with the Embaffadors. 

Fort. Whereiife tfaiiSifight • 

Hor. What is foyou would fee ? 
if ought of woeorwondecjiceafeyourtfearch? 

Far. This quarry cryes on havock : O proud death » r : 

What feaft is towiarddh'ihineinfernaU Cell, ;m nsv&sH .^!\\\ 
That thou fo many Princes 
Sobloudily haft ftaaokcl? 

Embaf. The fight isdifmall, ):v; - r .iT 

And our affaires from England come too late, 
Theearesarefenfelefle that fliould gives us 1 hearing. 

To tell him his commandemendsfulftll'd. 

That %o fencr ant and Guyldcnfbern are dead, 

W here fhould we have our thanks ? . _ 

7/or-Not from his mouth , 

Had it th’ability of life tochanke you ; 

He never gave commandement for their death. 

But fince fo jumpe upon this bloody queftion 
You from the /V/adewar&and yonftomEngland 
A re here arrived , give order that thefe bodies 
High on a ftagebe pkeed to the view. 

And let me fpeaketo’th yetrunknowing world 
How thefe things came about ; fo ftiallsyouheare 
Ofcruell,bloody>and urinacurall a<fts, 

Ofaccidentall judgements, cafuallflaughters, 

Ofdeaths put on by cunning, .and for no caufe. 

And in this upftvotipurpofes miftooke, 

Falne on theinveutocs heads : all this can! 'A : 



VI o 






Truely deliver 

Fort. Let us hafte to heareit. 

And call the nobleft to the audience : 

For me, with fbrrow I ’embrace my fortune, 

I have feme rights of memory in this kingdome. 
Which now to claioiemy vantage doth-invite me. 



3 1 O .««5* 

on ariojcq 



jriT 



flora. 



Prince of Denmarke.' 

flora. Of that I (hall have alfo caufe to fpeak, 

And from his mouth whole voice will draw no more; 
But let this fame be prefently perform’d, 

Even while mens minds are wild,left more milchance 
On plots and errors happen. 

fort. Let foure Captaines 
Beare Hamlet like a Souldier to the ftage, 

For he was likely, had he been put on, 

T’ have prov’d moft royall : and for his paflage. 

The Souldiers mu lick and the right of warre 
Speake loudly for him. 

Take up the bodies ; fuch a light as this 
Becomes the field, but here fhewes much amifle. 

Goe bid the Souldiers Ihoot. Sxcttnt. 



FINIS. 





